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CHAPTER ONE 


Wang Dan was skinny and tall. He was a confused, horrid dark__ skinned man with 
chevron facial appearance. He rendered himself a useless-like dog and behaved like 
those who always wanted to commit suicide. A projection of innocent mood could be 
seen on him for__ he switches his mouth when endorsed of the fellow's argument. He 
dresses in an indelible junk of ancient leopard skin. A symbolic notation given to him by 
his late father as a prince and an heir to Thakeer chiefdom. He is not concerned about 
his family, but devoted his heart to alcohol. Wang Dan that afternoon was drunk. He 
then came back home to take some nap, and ate as well the food whichever prepared 


by Nyakim. 


He began to sleep when he felt dizzy and rolled himself aside on a traditional mat. He 
was never a troublesome fellow to his wife but a great burden to the neighbourhood. 
That day, the rain had fallen heavily than ever before, and there was need for him to get 
something for warmth. He clattered besides the room while it was raining. He was in his 
dream world, yet the rain drops were falling in the mat and with his mouth widely 


opened. He snores like a hungry lion that could swallow anything across its way. 
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‘Help me Wang.’ “The baby is about to come out.” A faint voice was heard from Nyakim. 
She was in pain of labour and about to give birth. She was lying on the other side of the 
room with a traditional papyrus mat. She clutched herself after sometime on a timber 


positioned in the middle of the room to support its roof. 
“Mama what's happening?” A crying voice from her elder daughter. 


Nyadak is the first born daughter of Wang Dan. She was too young to help her mother 
in delivering. She could only follow what others tells her to do but not implementing her 
own doings. She was stretching her head with the hands folding across, forming an 
aggregated triangular edges down to her ears. Her mum was just rolling on the floor, but 


had no intentions of saying an outstanding clear speech out of her mouth. Her mum's 


traditional patch of cloth faded like a sun tanned skin. She was just half-way her to 


experiencing more and painful labour in a few minutes to come. 


Nyakim’s pain was increasingly, from the head to her toes. She was just like air in a 
trumpet which could be blown away by the owner__ trying her best in controlling the 
sweat all over. She was the real definition of struggle to unpredictable success but of 


great hope. 
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“My dear, try tapping him.” “Maybe...” While she was still talking to her daughter she 


began experiencing more pain all over the body. 


“I'm resting.” He shouted lifting his right hand to slap her due to anger. She started to 


cry and tried very hard in waking the drunkard father up who was in his dream world. 


“Mama is not feeling well right now.” 
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“| know and just go away before | slap you.” “Or when did you become the elder of this 


family?” His mind was elsewhere because of the alcohol. 


Nyadak remembered that her mother used to wake him up with a sprinkle of water. She 
got up and fetched water from a clay pot and then sprinkled it on his face as well as 
pouring some on the mat. He just rolled over and clasped his hands across his chests 


to gain more energy, then finally came to light. 


“My lovely dear wife! What have you done?” He was shocked not knowing even the time 


his wife was to give birth. He realized that his wife was in pain of delivering. 


Nyakim was too weak to stand up so that she could be taken to the elderly woman at 
the neighbourhood. She slept because all her effort was in vain without any support 


from anyone. 


He woke her up, sprinkled a few drops on her face and handing her water to drink as 
well as motivating her to push harder. The neighbours were nowhere to be seen, 
everybody hated Wang Dan. He borrowed alcohol several times but didn’t refund the 


owners back. He was left helpless and just deigned in supporting his wife. 


"It will be okay my dear." 


Nyakim tried her best in making sure that the baby comes out. Wang Dan nursed the 
baby, but was neither breathing nor crying. The baby was just looking like a weak doll 
made of cotton wool. It was still deciding between the new world and the previous world. 
He rubbed it chest for while then breathed out heavily and gave a loud outcry. Wang Dan 
smiled to release himself from all the worries he was at first. As the baby was crying, 
Nyakim became very happy on seeing him being a carer for the first time. But 
unfortunately, in the process she died because she was too weak and released blood 


during labour. 


"Nyakim please don't leave this boy." He cried, coiling himself, making his head and the 


knees collide to express his invisible feelings at heart. 
"Who on earth will take a good care of him?" He added. 


She gave the baby boy wrapped in a traditional katanga to his elder sister Nyadak who 
was just six seasons. She had no idea of what is going on in the room. He cried ina 
loud voice that alarmed the neighbours. The room was full of blood that encircled the 


diameter of the hut. 


"What happened to Nyakim?" Asked the crowd who gathered on hearing Wang Dan 


crying.Wang Dan clasped her on his chests as he was crying loudly. 
"gods of Thakeer, Nyadhouri the spirit of Thakeer, what did | do to you?" 


"Dan Mayang, my father, what did | wrong you that made you unhappy?" He called all 


sorts of the concerned ancestors and the gods of thakeer. 


"My brother Wang Dan, you didn't do anything wrong." said Manyang Karl the ruler of 
Thakeer. 


"Why didn't | die instead of her?" 


"It would be better for useless men like me to go to my ancestors than my wife." He 
added. The home was crowded with all the villagers including the able body men. The 


women were grieving, as the children were forced to resume with their playing. 


"Nyador, Nyaguande, Nyakhan and Nyaman, carry the body and clean her." Manyang Karl 


ordered the four newly married women to carry the body of Nyakim who lying helpless. 
She was carried to a neighbouring house to prepare her for burial ceremony. On the 
other, Manyang had to call all the relatives of Wang Dan with the inclusive of Nyadiet 
Dan. The burial ceremony for a dead relative was a paramount for all the relatives to 
attend according to the Thakeer people. It was the only respect which the dead ones 
would get and also the appreciation given to them. If done properly then perhaps it 


makes them happy though there was no way for them to tell the living ones. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Five men were sent to call Nyadiet Dan the twin sister to Wang Dan who got married to 
Thargoth. Thargoth were the enemies of Thakeer and it was not easy for the two groups 
to see each other without clashing. The five men set off for Thargoth with a goat called 
'Mhar'. Mhar was a mysterious goat that would produce milk without having kids. It was 
a family goat that'd been in the family for two centuries. It was sent mainly along with 


the five men to show that the request was from a responsible elder. 


"Gatkuoth, Gatdet, Gatduel and Gatphan come here?" Said Gatnyang. 


“What is the problem maah?” Gatphan asked. He was walking towards Gatnyang. He 
was a slightly short-middle aged young man of less words but of actions. He would only 
ask if there is a need for a serious matter. He was the oldest among the young men 
looking after cattle in the Highland. They saw the intruders coming towards the 
highlands of Thargoth but weren't sure of their motives. They were as far as a few 


kilometres away from the highlands of the region. 


“| see five heads of people approaching, so we shouldn't be afraid.” Said Gatduel one of 


the men looking after the cattle. 
“Then what should we do?” Asked Gatnyang 
“Gatduel understands that question better.” Said Gatdet. 


Gatduel blew the horn to inform the intruders who were coming into the area with no 
reasonable intentions to surrender. The young men of Thargoth were kept high 
especially when it comes to enemies. The enemies were their worse obstacle in 
manoeuvring and preventing them from going to ‘tuoich' the area of captivity and their 
only hope for the survival. They had to precipitate the old golden precedent memorial 
marked day for the late Gatdung. A horn was one of the ancient mean of 


communication that could easily be used by anyone. 


"Dagwani! Let’s do something." Said the impatient Gattiek. "We should attack them to 


keep them at a distance." He added. 
"No Gattiek! Let's capture them." 


"Gari! Is like I'm seeing a goat along with them?” The five men were captured with ‘Mhar’ 
the goat of Nyadhouri, the Spirit of Thakeer. Mhar never insisted on going to Kuar since 
Nyadhuori’s spirit was with her. The five men wouldn't have gone if Mhar refused to go 
along since she was always the symbol of hope of Thakeer. They were all taken to the 
chief Gatbel whose approached was never a blessing but a terrifying Kuar. He was a 
gigantic bodily built fellow to which the life of Thargoth commoners was on his hand. 


He gives death penalty without mercy to any commoner found in the dark part of the 


customs and traditions of Thargoth. 


He has been in the chair of leadership for a decade enslaving any girl child that risked 
her virginity and got pregnant. He made them work as his servants and for the men 
responsible for getting them pregnant would serve as palace guards. No one could 
doubt his words and orders. The five Thakeer warriors were brought before him while 


chained so as not to escape or misbehave in front of the chief (Kuar). 


"| heard that you were roaming around the Thargoth highland to survey the area, I'm | 


wrong?" Asked the Chief with enthusiasm. 


"We were sent to call Nyadiet Dan Mayang." Said Makwach. “So, would you mind 
allowing us to have a word with her?” He was a brave and responsible fellow of seven 
wives back in Thakeer. He had fought several wars in Thakeer and won them. He was 


the shortest of the five men but a great thinker. 


Nyadiet Dan was sitting next to Gatbel but she was wondering of why they had come to 
fetch her to go to Thakeer. She recognized only Mhar the family goat that was given to 


Nyadhouri but she couldn't say any word. 
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"Don’t you dare insult me again!” said the chief as he was pointing a cursed finger at 


them. “Take them to jail." He added. He was so impatient that they didn't answer him in 


the proper way as the chief was to be pleased of. 


“Only reasoning differs us from other living being.” Said Makwach since it was beyond 


his expectations. 
“Then what is the meaning of this goat?” Kuar asked. 


"Let them tell us the reason for coming with Mhar." said Nyadiet Dan as she was sitting 


next to Gatbel. 
"How can | believe them?" Kuar asked. 
"Kuar! We give honour to you." Said Makwach 


"| will keep the five of you in that metallic cell underneath so-that tomorrow | will hear it 


well." 
"Kuar! Please, what does it take to explain ourselves?" Makwach asked. 


“You now want to know?” “The fresh head of the tallest one among you.” Said the chief. 


The five men looked at each other with comparison of who is the tallest. 


“Death for a death can't be the solution-that’s why we are her to take our sister to 
Thakeer.” Said Makwach. 


"She will go along with you tonight so that you reach Thakeer at Dawn tomorrow." He 
released the five men and Nyadiet Dan in the evening along with gifts and ten cows as 


well as twenty warriors to escort his wife Nyadiet Dan. 


He told the twenty warriors to not return back to Thargoth without his wife. They were 
armed with spears and shield to safe guard themselves against any danger on their way 
to Thakeer. They set off for Thakeer that evening in order to reach there at dawn in the 
morning before the eastern star disappeared. Mhar was left at Thargoth to stay in the 


area until Nyadiet Dan return back to Thargoth. 


Manyang Karl sent other two men from Thakeer to check for the delay of the five men 
and Nyadiet Dan. They immediately left the area going towards Thargoth with arrows 
and bows. They reached the inner bush of Thakeer where the cattle are usually grazed 


from as the other group with Nyadiet was approaching nearer. 
"Gare Malual! Do you see what I'm seeing?" Madeng asked. 


"W...what could be_ that | can't s...see with my widely opened eyes?" Malual asked while 


stammering. 
"I'm seeing a delegate of twenty men with cows at night coming towards us." 
"| think they might be the gods of Thargoth | guessed patrolling the area?" 


"No they are like real people-coming." They hid themselves besides a hive of soil logged 


next to a big tree. 


The delegate of twenty men came nearer and closer and Malual was capable of 


recognizing the five of their brothers among them. 
"Madeng! | think they are the ones?" The two men stood up and moved towards them. 


"Garmaleen!" They greeted themselves as they touched each other's shoulders and 


chests. This was a greeting mainly for the age mates who are males. 
"We were sent to check on your delay." Said Madeng the more talkative of the two men. 


"Kuar Gatbel told us that we shouldn't go empty handed without anything." said one of 


the five. 


He said this to convince them of the previous even though that they'd been handcuffed. 
They all went back to Thakeer where Wang Dan was living. They didn't enter the 
homestead but stood outside home. They could not enter because of Nyadiet Dan who 
was with them. She'd to pass a burning fire round her body in order to enter home. 
These rituals were normally done to outsiders who are women who took long without 
seeing the home. When she completes the traditions and rituals of Thakeer she then 


went to the home compound. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Nyadiet stepped the home compound causing more deteriorating conflagrations 
without demur. Her head was as high as the eagle nursing its little ones. She puts a 
contrition looks on Wang Dan a useless-like dog. Wang Dan conceded having hand for 
the death of his wife since he was a helplessly drunkard. She was the mistress for 
Thakeer and had a right to protect the chiefdom from dilapidation if all the elders 
disoriented. Her dilettantism was a great inspiration to the societies but not deplorable 
to lend an ear to her words. Her father disgorged the enemies’ heads for decades as a 


commander in chief for the army. 


"Damaar! | knew you were not a human being but a mere dog that barks at night." 


"Nyadhouri should really punish you for being devoted to alcohol." She added. 


"Nyadiet Dan! Could you please stop insulting him for-he is in sorrow at the moment?" 


Manyang Karl said to her. 


"Karl! For how long will this useless dog understand?" Nyadiet Dan asked as she was 


underestimating her younger brother Wang. 


"My daughter, | know it would not be easy for him to stop taking alcohol." Manyang 
called her his daughter because he received 'gaar' with her father Dan Mayang on the 


same day. 


"Dhool! We should be digging the grave without any wastage of time." He said to the 


boys. 
"OK Guandiit!" 


They chorused in a uniform voiceless tone. The young men started to dig the tought 
ground with zeal and enthusiasm, since it was a dry season. They dug the grave to six 
feet, since she was a woman of a great respect to the society. Nyadiet Dan went to the 
neighboring home to smear her sister-in-law with cow butter. She dressed her in a 


yellow traditional garment made of silk. 


"Carry her to her homestead for burial!" She commanded the carriers. They carried her 


to her homestead where she was to be laid to rest, sacrificed animals, let her young son 


and daughter see and touch her for the last time. 


"Mama, what happened to you again?"Asked Nyadak, the first-born daughter crying. 


Nyadiet Dan grabbed her hand, removed her from touching her mother. 
"Where will | be in this world without you?" Wang Dan cried. 
"Yibela gat ney chipooc kemah wihi?" Nyadiet Dan asked Wang Dan with sympathy. 


"Karl! Take this young boy away from here? He has finally proved to me that he was not 


a man by crying." She belittled her brother for crying because of his wife. 


Crying for your husband or wife was interpreted as calling for more death to come back 
to take you alongside with the deceased. Wang Dan who was no longer a human to her 
sister was taken behind the grave yard where the rest of the Thakeer people were 
watching at a distance. The ruler of Thakeer ordered his men to carry Nyakim's body to 
grave. She was carried to the grave yard behind her homestead with well-prepared 


papyrus mats to lay her body. 


Traditionally, the rest of the people were buried behind their houses except the chiefs 
and kings were buried in a well build huts. Nyakim was lowered into the grave using 
palm leaves ropes followed by woods put across top protect her against mechanical 
injuries. A mat was put on top of the woods and then finally was covered with soil. 
Nyadiet Dan was called upon to slaughter a goat, since her brother Wang Dan wasn't 


strong enough in doing anything at the moment. 


A goat was killed near the graveyards to ensure the ancestors to welcome the dead 
ones to their world. The meat of the goat would be roasted by the mourners to keep 


them around as they were comforting their brother Wang Dan. 


"Wang Dan! | know how painful it is losing a wife my brother." Manyang Karl said. 
Manyang Karl lost his first wife five years ago before he became the ruler of Thakeer 
Chiefdom. 


"In this community you are one of our strongest men by nature." He added. The crowd 
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finished roasting the goat then went separately their own ways. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Wang Dan was left at his home with Nyadiet Dan as well as the twenty warriors of 
Thargoth. The baby boy was handed over to Nyadiet Dan his aunt who looked to be 
tough on the people. She was a lady of actions and takes no grudges from other women 
and men. She seems to be calmed when investigating on the issues concerning the 


society. She reveals her true characters when disturbed or disappointed. 


"Now that | have seen my boy, he shall be called Grong Seizure." She announced to 
Wang Dan the father of the boy. She was holding him up towards the sky to make 


Nyadhuori aware of the name she has chosen for the boy. 


She named him so-because of the calamities that he encountered on his first day on 
this world. It was unfortunate that the children among the people of Thakeer were 
named after a sudden situation that occurred at that time of the month and year. Grong 
Seizure's father was a drunkard fellow and his mother died while giving birth to him. To 


cap it all, he was born unlucky that he would be fed with milk of Mhar the family goat. 
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The traditions of Thakeer demanded that the children should be named officially after 
two weeks from birth. Nyadiet Dan called all the village members of Thakeer to come 


and witness the child naming ceremony. 


"To all my family, relatives and the people of Thakeer at large from today on ward, | 
announced to you that the baby boy is to be called Grong Seizure." She declared to the 
people who were looking in anguish. This was against the customs and traditions of 
Thakeer that clarifies ‘women should not put their hands in the social and political 


development of Thakeer.' 


"Chebelangu nen kah Thakeer?" The crowds were murmurings among each other but 


couldn't face her directly in the eyes. 


"Nyadhuori jene nhial kah nene koon pany ke nyinke dang rew." She said to the crowds 


since they were talking to each other in order not to have fear of being openly to her. 


"Nyadiet Dan, daughter of Thakeer | think it would be right for you lower your tone. It is 
full of authority and insults to our traditions." Manyang Karl warned her in an honorable 


manner. 


"Before you, my father was in that Chair you are proclaiming to be sitting on-so | have a 
right to speak like a princess of this land." She made it clear to Manyang Karl who was 


lucky to have been given a seat at the Chiefdom as the chief of the area. 


When Dan Mayang her father was alive, she was treated like a princess of the chiefdom. 
She would escort her father to the court and gave him company when bored since the 
mother was also a state holder in the leadership. She followed the trend of her father by 
having all the authority in the chiefdom. Her father was one of the strongest and 
wealthiest rulers of Thakeer in the record of the regions at that time. Manyang Karl was 


his close friend who worked as the chief commander of the Chiefdom. 


Manyang Karl was selected to become the next ruler of Thakeer after the death of Dan 
Mayang to help Nyaleah Magog the Mother of Nyadiet Dan. Manyang Karl was 
commanded to attack Thargoth by Chief Dan Mayang one night to show his power to 


the great Thargoth Chiefdom. Manyang Karl did as exactly what the chief told him by 
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killing a hundred Thargoth warriors as well as returning back to Thakeer with one 
thousand heads of cattle. This was unremarkable to Gatdung the chief of Thargoth who 
had never turned his back to the enemies. He was known as the ruler of the Great 


Thargoth of the time and fought thousands of battles in the regional chiefdoms. 


Nyadiet Dan found herself in Thargoth because of Dan Mayang who was a respected 
ruler of Thakeer. Gatdung made a decision by letting his son Gatbel Gatdung marrying 
Nyadiet Dan to reunite the two chiefdoms. Dan Mayang never wanted to give his 
daughter in marriage to the enemies but since it was a request he had accepted it. On 
wedding day, Dan Mayang called upon Nyadhuori to take his precious life. Then he left 


Mhar the goat of Nyadhuori to take care of his remaining family members. 


Nyaleah Magog the mother of Nyadiet Dan remained with her youngest son Wang Dan. 
Nyaleah Magog ruled Thakeer chiefdom on behalf of the late Chief Dan Mayang 
assisted by Manyang Karl till old age defeated her. She couldn't walk and therefore 
remained at home. Mayang Karl was put in position to lead the people since Wang Dan 
was still a young boy. Wang Dan at the age of twenty-one was initiated to manhood by 
receiving gaar on his forehead. He was a hardworking fellow at that time before his 
devotion to alcohol. Wang Dan grew upon a wealthy family whereby missing meal a day 
was a criminal offence in the home. His father had workers and peasants who would 
practice farming and fishing. They gathered millet during harvest season in the 


countless granaries and fish to the stores. 


The Thakeer people also pay their tributes to the chief Dan Mayang as a yearly tax. Dan 
Mayang had a great heads of cattle which made him the most popular and wealthiest 
man in Thakeer. It was unfortunate that Dan Mayang's hardworking was never inherited 
by his son Wang Dan in good heart. He scattered all his father's property and material 
wealth. He usually held a feast at his home with a big gathering. Wang Dan at his 
marriage ceremony to Nyakim paid two hundred cows as a bride price to Nyakim's 
family members. He made late Dan Mayang's great wealth vanished into thin air, 


without knowing the greatest man's effort went invoke. 


Nyaleah Magog became very weak. In addition to her weakness, her son Wang Dan got 
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married to a glaring lazy wife Nyakim. She would wake up when all the villagers had 
returned from their garden then wash her face with the cow urine due to absence of 
water at home. She wasn't able to take good care of Nyaleah Magog by bathing her or 
cooking for her. Nyaleah Magog unfortunately, died of hunger since Nyakim paid no 
attention to her needs. Wang Dan after the death that robbed his mother, started to 
drinks alcohol in order to forget the memories about his mother. He was always on his 


mother's side as well as his mother who loved him too. 


The death of his mother made him pay less attention to his wife Nyakim for he 
considered her a murderer and a cursed wife. He then rather devotes more love to 


alcohol than his lazy wife since she let his mother died of hunger. 


Nyakim always wait for her husband Wang Dan returned from the garden to fetch for his 


old mother water using a traditional decorated pot besides Nyaleah. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Now that two moons have come passed, Nyadiet Dan had to return back to Thargoth. 
She kept her brother Wang Dan from taking alcohol for those two moons. She made him 
go for fishing at the neighboring fishing ground to bring fish home as the sauce for the 


millet food harvested during the season. Wang Dan changed from his previous 
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conditions of being a drunkard and a fighter to being a hardworking and peaceful man 
once again. She requested the Kuar Gatbel from Thargoth to help her brother Wang Dan 


with thirty cows for his marriage. 


"Damaar! | have helped you with all things | can afford and | know you need but also got 
you married to someone. | have cleaned my hands over you from today." Nyadiet Dan 
said to her changed brother Wang Dan who now has fresh look of being a young man 
again. His appearance changed that all the young ladies were looking forwards to 


marrying him. 


"Nyamaar! | don't even know how to appreciate you for the current situation I'm right 
now. Nyadhuori must be gratefully blessed you." His admiration towards his new life 
was beyond the impossible and on Nyadhuori and the gods with Kuoth-Nhial were the 
most praised ones. 


"How would it be if Grong Seizure go and look after Mhar?" 


"Damaar! He is the heir of Dan Mayang therefore he should stay with you." Said Nyadiet 
Dan who was in her amazement of how could a father of a child who has been so 


generous by giving his son to his sister? 


“| offered Mhar to you and he should go take good care of her." "Don't forget that it was 


a goat of Nyadhuori, she would take care of Grong Seizure as well too." He added. 


"OK my brother! | accepted your challenge and he must go along with me to Thargoth 
Chiefdom." Wang Dan gave his son to his sister Nyadiet Dan due to that fact that she 


had been for ten years then without a child of her own. 


She had been insulted several times and hated by the people of Thargoth for her 
barrenness. It was unacceptable for the wife of the chief to be barren. If this happened, 
she was to be thrown to the bush or banned from the Chiefdom and sent back to her 
parents. For her case Gatbel couldn't allow that to happen because he loves her so 


much. 


Nyadiet Dan told her brother to carry out a ceremony first before adopting the child to 


make a public declaration. She wanted the people of Thakeer to be aware of Grong 
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Seizure being her adopted son. The people of Thakeer gathered again in her presence 


for the second time. 


"| greet you all my people. I'm very sorry to announce that, Grong Seizure will be my 
adopted son from today onwards." She announced the terrible music to the people's 


ears. They were gasping wondering of the impossible decision she was taking. 
"What's wrong with this troublesome intruder?" 


The crowd were mumbling amongst each other. They never wanted to ask her any 
question directly of why she should do that but sealed their mouths as if they didn't hear 
anything. During the time her father was the chief of Thakeer, she had a responsibility of 
canning criminals. She was one of Dan Mayang's zealous child and the most trusted 
one of the chief. She put the baby in a traditional basket for carrying an infant where 
every member of Thakeer could see him. She handled a Sharp edged knife with her left 
hand. 


"For | see Dan Mayang in this boy and | will risk myself to upbringing him as | will release 


my blood flow." 


She shaved his head, cut her thumb and sprinkled a drop of blood on his head. This was 
a vow she made to clearly indicate that she was ready to die for Grong Seizure as her 
own adopted child. No words of complaint were raised by the crowd but instead 
observed whatever she was up to doing. She requested her brother Wang Dan to kill a 


cow for the villagers to appreciate them for coming. He did as she demands for it. 


The night has already scheduled to the western sky, to the left on the horizon, a thin line 
of cloud has drawn on its evening sheath of black. Trees and huts were shadowless in 
the diffused light of the evening and the teenagers, ladies and the single men had to 
attend to Gany. This was a celebration done when someone got married or an elderly 
person passed away or child-naming ceremony. The people of Thakeer honored Gany 
because it was where the single men seduce the single ladies who might be their future 


wives. They all go well prepared for the celebration and ready to interact with each other. 


The girls wear beads, katanga, peacock feathers on their heads and coloured 
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themselves with dye. The men wore vests, traditional mini bells on their waist, shorts 
and a round-topped stick as well as the hive of spears. They put dye on their chests, 
faces and legs. The Gany would be introduced by the men singing a group song as the 
girls comes to them while dancing. The girls choose men they desired to dance with 
and take him to an opened space to dance with him. He would sing for her a song as 
they're dancing and she was supposed to dance with all her efforts to impress him. 
Then men were always busy composing new songs during their free times of the day. 


They single men unpaired would continue to dance on their own. 


Gany was usually done when the elders were asleep. The paired couple after gany goes 
together as the men escorts the girls to their homes. The unpaired couples go their own 
ways to their respective residents. The men escort the girls to show their appreciation 
and proved their manhood to the girls. Gany would drive them to midnight in some 


cases of the girls and men had energy to dance for that long. 


The young boys and girls also had their own bultuori that normally occurred when the 
elders were still awake. They attended this bultuori for mainly entertainment after they 
had finished listening to traditional stories from the elders. They sing song which 
creates tension and activism among themselves. They could sing in line from the first 


person to the last person as they're clapping their hands in rhythmic chorus like. 
Enyaala koniyo...x2 
Koniyo banduth nyala... 
Koniyo... 
Enyamahber mah kuy chalman... 
Koniyo... 
Egat mah chual mah kuy chal guan... 
Koniyo... 


Banduthlo duth nyala koniyo... 
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The rhythm was always kept to its level as each of them had a task of singing in a clear 


and loud voice, enough to be heard by the passing by people. 


Life amongst the people of Thakeer and Thargoth was just interesting as each of the 
members hadn't lived without being entertained. The men go for fishing, hunting and 
cultivated farmlands. The woman Cooks for the whole family, took good care of the 
children and harvests the millet. The boys look after cattle whereas, girls collect 
firewood and fetch water from the well. They survived on what the nature provides for 
them. The elders also have their form of entertainment called Bulthor and Raw. This 
takes place during daytimes occasionally. They could take place when a new chief was 


appointed by the society or during marriage ceremony. 


Nyadiet Dan told the twenty warriors to take her and the baby to Thargoth. Wang Dan, 
his newly wedded wife and Nyadak remained in Thakeer. Thakeer residents became 
very happy due to her leaving for Thargoth for she brought a great trouble to Thakeer. 
She had been a great burden to Thakeer traditions, insulting even Mayang Karl the ruler 
of Thakeer. She disrespected Thakeer people, took their baby boy and spoke with 


authority in her deeds. 


They started their journey the following morning after the celebration. Wang Dan and his 
wife whom he married two months after the death of his wife Nyakim escorted them 
outside homestead. It was Sutu rally accepted for a man to gets a new wife after he 
became a widower. A woman, whose husband died, should be inherited by her brother- 


in-law as his wife too. 


The ten of the twenty warriors went ahead to clear the path as Nyadiet Dan went with 
the other ten together with Grong Seizure. The baby was crying as he was approaching 
towards Thargoth Chiefdom. He felt that he was leaving his real home as well as his 
father Wang Dan at Thakeer. Nyadiet Dan gave him to one of the ten men to carry him 
since he was crying more and more loudly than beforehand. He was exchanged among 
each other till he slept. The ten other men reached Thargoth to break the news to Kuar 
Gatbel. 


"Where is my wife?” 
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"Kuar! Nyadiet Dan is coming with the other ten men." 


"Then why did you people come here first?" 


"We're here to break good news for you and the entire Chiefdom." "We came along with 
the grandson of Dan Mayang, the greatest ruler of Thakeer." Gatbel added with great 


excitement and confidentiality. 


"Is that a good news my people?" He said with his mouth hanging deciding for what to 
do next. "I don't want my chiefdom to scattered again like it was from my father's hand." 
He added. 


He stood up then murmured as he was holding his head being deeply in thought of 
what would happen to Thargoth. Gatbel the chief of Thargoth can't forget what Dan 
Mayang did to his late father. Dan Mayang ashamed Gatbel's father: defeating “The 
Great Thargoth” at the battle field during his reign as a ruler of Thakeer. 


Nyadiet Dan, Grong Seizure and the other ten men reached at the chief's residence. 
Gatbel pretended as if nothing was bothering him but welcomed them a halfhearted 
smile. She handed Grong Seizure to him. He looked at him and knocked his heart that 
Dan Mayang's spirit was seen through him. Grong Seizure couldn't fear looking at Gatbel 
who was wearing a traditional Leopard skin as the symbol of power. He was very 
excited that he has a greater warrior born with mightiness. He smiled at the baby but 


Grong looked back at him. He trembled and gave him back to Nyadiet Dan. 


“Does this baby recognize his enemies? Then what did | do if not?" He seized with his 


big eyes blinded with fear of his enemy in his Chiefdom. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Grong Seizure was always besides his aunt's right hand as the heir of Thargoth 
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chiefdom. Nyadiet Dan could never leave him behind since he was a gift from her 
brother Wang Dan. She kept him next to her side at the court to observe and learns. 


Gatbel later on started to like him more than who he thought him to have been. 
"From today onwards | accepted him to be my adopted son. He will rule after me." 


"Hear what this chief is talking about?" A disgusting sound arose among the crowd 


unnoticeable to be heard clearly. 


"Kuar! You must understand that the leadership of this chiefdom is not inherited? It is a 
temporary power." Gatnhial said. Gatnhial was one of the Thargoth elders. He 
understood life and experienced it than any Thargoth commoner. He was approaching 
the ground but a walking stick was supporting him to stand in a half horizontally 
posturing. He worked as a treasurer for Gatbel's father as well as convincing the 


commoners to appoint Gatbel as a chief of Thakeer. 


"Gatnhial, you were here twenty years ago acting as a treasurer of Thargoth. So | think 
you understand what Dan Mayang did to Thargoth." Gatbel said as he was pointing at 


the traditional throne. 


"It means adopting his grandson is a blessing to Thargoth Chiefdom at large." He added. 
After he finished talking, the crowds slightly nodded their heads up and down agreeing 
to accept Grong Seizure. Each member left his own way since Grong Seizure was 


allowed to live in Thargoth Chiefdom. 


Grong Seizure was given good care by his aunt Nyadiet Dan the adopted mother and 
everything to him at Thargoth. He was fed on the milk of Mhar the mysterious goat 
that'd helped Dan Mayang's family for two generations. Grong Seizure was kept at the 
court sitting on the laps of his aunt Nyadiet Dan observing everything happening till he 
was ten years. Now that Grong Seizure was twelve seasons, he should be given a task 
of taking care of his goat Mhar and other goats. They introduced the boys to nomadic 


life at the age of twelve years looking after goats and sheep. 


The young men take the animals for grazing in other areas during dry seasons of the 


year. When rainy season comes to approach at the midst of April animals would be 
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brought back to the area. This nomadic life was done mainly due to lack of water and 
pasture. They camped in different areas as groups but with one goal of taking care of 
animals. The girls and the mature boys go along with them during this period of dry 
seasons. The girls would cleanse the camps and milking the cows. They carry alongside 
gourds and the traditional baskets to keep the utensils and milk. The boys looked after 


calves as well as the sick animals that couldn't move to further areas to graze. 


At the dawn, in the evening the girls make fire with cow dung to provide warmth to the 
animals. They process milk out of cows and served the men and boys in gourds and 
cucumbers. After the men have drunk the milk, they go to the gany with the big girls. 
The boys were left at the camps alone sleeping on the hard traditional papyrus mats. 
They sleep in the midst of the animals near the fire place after narrating several stories 
to each other. The men and big girls returned to the camps at midnight walking miles 


from gany celebrated areas. 


When the morning comes to light, each had to fulfill his or her responsibility except the 
young men busy challenging each other with yeat and Luth to check on their creativities. 
When the boys finished with their duties of cleaning the campsites, they go and play 


beside camps. 


They play with kurey a sock like made ball with a torn clothe put inside it. That'd thrown 
to the participants in the midst jumping whenever it hit them. When the ball is thrown, 
the participants should scope it as ‘ruo’ which act as a save in account to keep them in 
the middle for a long time. If the ball had been thrown far away the players would fill a 
bottle to the brims. This would let the other participants entered for another round. The 
girls after milking the cows play with a skipping rope, jumping over it till one was 
touched to quite the game. The nonparticipating fellows sing for her while skipping the 


palm leaves rope. This was to motivates her and keep her in phase of jumping carefully. 


Living nomadically, was one way of keeping the youths handling responsibilities 
especially the girls learn to live without their parents. In case of pregnancy of a girl child, 
she violated all the customs and traditions as well as her dignity. She was to be beaten 


and the young man would be asked to sum up ten cows to cover the pregnancy. If this 
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failed, he should give his life since he brought another life on earth. 


"Life for a life and violation of traditions and customs deserves punishment." This was 


the most emphasized law of Thargoth Chiefdom that all the natives shouldn't break. 


Grong Seizure would escort the goats for grazing in the nearby forest. He carries along 
maize to eat when he was hungry. Mhar as a spiritual goat could always keep the rest of 
the goats around her. Grong Seizure wasn't having much work to do but instead climbed 
on the tree to see at a further distance. When a goat gives birth to a kid, he carried it 
home in the evening with him. He would bath from the pond where the goats drink water 
then takes them home. Nyadiet Dan would make sure her adopted son Grong Seizure 


was back home before the sun set. 


"Son welcome back home!" This was a continuously an encouraging word she usually 


said with a widely mouth opening smile across her dimpled cheeks. 


"Mama! Today was so grateful. Mhar kept the goats together without scattering." He 


inquired to his mother with great excitement. 
"Didn't I tell you before? That looking after goats help you become active." 
"You are right mama! | hope to be looking after goats till I'm initiated to manhood." 


"No my dear, interest changes as people grow older." She said "But that's not what | put 


in store for you." 


“Wow mama! Hope is about cattle keeping?” He said looking straight into his mother’s 


eyes with great excitement which easily be seen on his face. 


“Just eat your walwal before it gets cold.” She then took him by hand to his room where 


he would rest after eating walwal mixed with gourd milk. 


The night had scheduled as the goats were kept in a wearily kraals made of wooden 
timber fixed together with rusted ancient nails. Mhar which was busy alert looking at the 


star. 


"Nyadhuori! The spirit of Thakeer, I'm in the wrong place with your great-great grandson 
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Grong." Mhar was not just a goat but the mediator of Nyadhuori who could speak to 
stars. A star would twinkle thrice whenever Mhar talk. This was to show that Nyadhuori 
is listening to her complaints. It was perhaps because of the link and the path taken by 
Mhar to be her mediator and representative. It wasn’t clear that the goat was a human 
being before its existence or something else beyond the understanding the people. For 
it was a gift brought to Mayang by his brother in-law as a present when he got married 


to his wife. It was the only precious goat selected by Mayang to be given to Nyadhuori. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Nyadhuori didn't understand the outcry of Mhar. She instead thought of her great-great 
grandson Grong Seizure's suffering. Kuar Gatbel the following morning was found in a 
deep sleep that he couldn't wake up any more. She had all the powers of destroying, 


enslaving and taking life of both the Thakeer and Thargoth chiefdoms. 


The hour had come that communication was restricted in the Chiefdom to keep his 
death as a secret to only the royal family. The walls have ears leading to spread of the 


news throughout the whole territory concerning his death. 
"Engu mah chituo chang kuar?" 
"Kuar has fallen asleep forever." Said Nyadiet Dan, weeping in tears flowing over her two 


dimpled cheeks. Her eyes turned reddish brown and her mouth body quivering like a 
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convulsive patient. Gatnhial went to the room where the Chief was keep to clearly check 
if the rumors were true as the people stated previously. He held his right hand passing 
his palm across the left-hand vessel to check his heart beats but not even a single beat 


was heard. 


"My people | understand how you feel right but | request each of you to resume with 


your duties." 


Gatnhial said looking miserly on his returned from the room where Gatbel was laid on a 
papyrus mat. It was a custom to the people of Thargoth that when a chief leaved this 
world for the living, he shouldn't be buried where everyone could see his body. The ruling 
family members and the elders of Thargoth kept it as secret. Only a chief who was killed 
in the battle field was buried publicly. Gatbel was locked up in a room; his body placed 
on a papyrus mat covered with a white Katanga net. This was done to allow the 
ancestors test his spirit for six days to see his faults. If he was faultless, his body would 
be taken by the gods and the ancestral spirits and if not carried away by the gods he 
would be buried secretly. On the same day when his body was not found at the 


traditional hut of his best, animals would be sacrificed to the late chief. 


The ancestral spirits were called upon to show up their new member Late Chief Gatbel 
with the morning sunshine. He appeared inform of a densely clouds at that moment. 
The slaughtered animals were first roasted by the gathered celebrants. The gods were 
the mediators to Kuoth-nhial the final judge and the creator of whole the universe and 
everything in it. Kuoth-nhial would bring rain in case of any rituals being carried out to 


show his appreciation and acceptability of people's requests through the gods. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
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The Thargoth tradition was unique in its own way. They put Kuothnhial first before doing 
anything concerning Thargoth and royal family. Now that the chief was no more in the 
physical world, his wife should get a man from the royal family members. It was 
acceptable for her to get a new husband since it was considered that it brings a curse to 
a family when she lived without a husband. She must go to a traditionalist to seek for 
advice on who to show from the deceased's family. The decision if accepted by the 
woman then the traditionalists would announce to the elders then the elders 


communicate to the commoners on agreeing first. 


"| greet you all my people." Gatnhial said. "For all of you know what happened to beloved 


late Chief Gatbel. We deserve to have a new leader." 


Nyadiet Dan was brought before all the members of Thargoth elders to defend her right 
of choosing a new husband. Gatnhial firstly read out the laws of Thargoth especially on 


the emphasis of marrying a new husband after the death of your husband. 


"| appeal to you, the Thargoth members that she must get a new husband from the 
ruling family to sit on our traditional throne." Gatnhial said the most respected elder of 
twelve wives and thirty children. He had a thousand heads of cattle and five hundred 
sheep combined with goats. His wealth was the second in the Chiefdom after the late 
chief Gatbel who owned six thousand heads of cattle with two thousand five hundred 
sheep combined with goats together. He owned a land of about ten kilometers garden 
in the farmland. He had fifty maids and a hundred male workers with his one wife 


Nyadiet Dan. He held a feast killing ten bulls and fifteen goats in a week. 


He welcomes the strangers of no origin and hosted them for a month, before 
proceeding to their respective places of residence. He had half of the Chiefdom land as 
his personal home with ninety huge traditional huts decorated with cow dung. Nyadiet 
was requested by Gatnhial to speak on to the people on the issue of her new husband 


the incoming chief. 


"| greet you all my people." Nyadiet Dan said to the members in the court room. She was 
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still lamenting for her late husband chief Gatbel but the traditions and customs couldn't 


withstand her opinions. 
"Go on, be a devil and speak up." The crowd shouted, looking in disgustingly. 


"Okay! The traditions and customs, demands for me to live with a new husband to rule 
the Chiefdom." This wasn't the answer crowd were expecting to have come out of her 


mouth and instead throbbed more and more disagreeing to her. 


"It is just a matter of time | will respond positively to the traditions and present a 


husband before you all." She added. 


"Woman of our former Great Thargoth please we don't even have that time of gathering 
here again for the issue of your husband." one of the crowd said. "For your information 
my chief's wife, it is a rainy season and we must be clearing our gardens." The majority 


of the crowd was nodding their heads agreeing to what he said. 


"My people we all know very well that she is still a wife of this former great Thargoth 
and deserves more respect than what you are showing her." Gatnhial said to the people 


as he was pointing at her standing. 


"We didn't invite all of you to come. It was of your own will to attend this meet." He 
added." And if you feel like you're the only farmer in this chiefdom go out of this room 
but the chief's family must be given seventy granaries at the harvest season from your 
hard work." The people claiming to talk more and more were shut up because it was 


only the chief who could raise such a great harvest. 


Nyadiet Dan's litigation was not an easy one for her to be inherited by a brother in-law. 
She finally decided to take Gattuor the step brother of late Gatbel. Gattuor seemed to 
have been responsible enough to take care of Grong Seizure the only son she had at the 


time. 


Widow inheritance was one of the customs and traditions of Thargoth Chiefdom. The 
wife of the deceased has no right in breaking the traditions. The vice versa was also a 
demand that he should get a new wife. Divorce was uncommon amongst the people of 


Thargoth due to the fact that bride price was high and couldn't be repaid back to the 


26 


groom's family. 


Nyadiet Dan was approved by Gatnhial to be inherited by Gattuor her brother in-law. 
Gattuor was a calmed and caring middle age man. He always looks for a solution to an 
expected problem facing the Chiefdom. His loyalty to Thargoth led to a great success of 
the late chief Gatbel. 


The committee of the commoners immediately left the court room disappointed and 
ashamed. Their expectations of making sure that Nyadiet sent back to her homeland 
didn't succeed. To cap it all, Gattuor accepted his sister in-law. The committee of 
Thargoth especially the commoners didn't come to grips with her suggestion of getting 


married to Gattuor, though was concluded by Gatnhial. 


"I'm in one of the most critical situation right by my side now." She was sitting on a 


papyrus mat supporting her with three of her fingers towards the dimpled cheeks. 


"Tell me mama!" said Grong Seizure "What could be bothering you without my 


concerns?" 


He looked at her keenly with one of his hand comforting her on the shoulder. She took a 


glance of him while shaking her head sideways with a sympathetic smile. 


"My dear! The death of your father Gatbel has brought us to nothing in this chiefdom." 
She cuddled him tightly on her chest like a lonely puppy that met the owner. 


"The Thargoth commoner’s committee demands for a new chief to take over." She 
added. 


"Is there a big problem of the commoner’s committee appointing a new ruler?" 


"Son, if | don't maintain my position of being a chief's wife, they'll enslave two of us." She 


said with her eyes widely opened and seemed to be confused. 
"What do you mean?" 


"According to traditions and customs of Thargoth Chiefdom, the wife of the late chief 


should marry the incoming chief if of royalty to maintain her position." 
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"What if one breaks the traditions by deciding to remain unmarried after the death of the 


chief?" asked Grong Seizure, not aware of the rules and order of the chiefdom. 


"Breakage of traditions means punishment according to the law of Thargoth Chiefdom." 
Nyadiet Dan and her son Grong Seizure continued talking as each of them had a great 
burden to keep it flow nonstop. Grong Seizure was asleep after sometimes letting his 
mother carried him to sleep on a papyrus mat. Nyadiet Dan this time was against the 


grain in taking a risky decision. 


In the following day, she was to be given to the incoming chief Gattuor. Nyadiet Dan was 
the main reason behind all the appointment of Gattuor as the incoming chief. She was 
still a middle age woman and a wife to late chief Gatbel. The meeting was held again at 
the court room to allow the commoners committee vote whether she was to stay with 
Gattuor as his second wife or go to her homeland. The council of elders were the 
electorate standing with her, opposing the commoner’s committee whose intentions 
were unpredictable. The votes were based on the number of people who said: she 
should remain as chief's wife, and those who said she wasn't able to remains. Gatnhial 
just gazed at the commoner’s committee as they were discussing on what to say finally. 
The council of elders had seen the benefits of her being in power by taking her advice. 
They tend to be the wise ones compared to the commoner’s committee of Thargoth 
Chiefdom. 


Nyadiet Dan was a keen woman in making wise decisions that elders never regretted 
from the first time she became the chief's wife. During the time of drought, she gave out 
one hundred granaries to the natives of Thargoth. But commoner’s committee couldn't 
remember that pure and generous heart helping them at that critical period of time. She 
was always standing for Thargoth Chiefdom even when Thakeer people raided their 
cattle she brought them back from Manyang Karl the ruler of Thakeer. For her sake 


Thargoth Chiefdom at large had never faced destruction. 


"| greet you all my people!" said Gatnhial aggressively. "| Gatnhial the most respected 
elder of Thargoth Chiefdom will step down if she leaves power as well as all my 


colleagues." 
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"You people are wicked and presumptuous." He added pointing a cursed finger at them 
opposing Nyadiet Dan. "If you think she can leave power, this chiefdom of yours won't 
last for a decade | tell you." The whole gathering developed a tension for almost fifteen 
to thirty minutes thinking. Only a rhythm of a whirlwind of the spirit was heard and the 
songs of birds of air. The gods and the spirits of Thargoth also intervened in the hall to 
silence the wicked committee of commoners. The commoner’s committee didn't add 


anymore word since Gatnhial regarded them to be so wicked. 


"Now that the argument has come to an end, tomorrow the marriage rituals are to be 
held." said Gatnhial the head of the council of elders of Thargoth Chiefdom. The elders 
of Thargoth were satisfied unlike the defeated committee of commoners of Thargoth 


whose present was not a great deal to be considered. 


"Go! Spread the news to the natives of Thargoth about the marriage rituals." Gatyiel said 
the headed member of Thargoth council of elders. He had been a great warrior of 
Thargoth Chiefdom during the regime of Gatdung. He was fearless and would kill the 
enemies with even his bare hand. He looks tougher than a mere elder but rarely smiles 
when joking with others. He likes playing his traditional guitar during the night time 
singings to people around him. He was a man of hot tempers and acts using his hands 


when the words squashed him but instead beat the objects near him. 
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CHAPTER TEN 


The morning had come for the marriage rituals to be done for Nyadiet Dan and Gattuor 
Gatdung, uniting them as a husband and wife. The people gathered around as well as 
the traditionalists of Thargoth to witness the ritualistic marriage. Grong Seizure hadn't 
attended the marriage rituals and just went to look after and the rest of the goats and 


sheep in the nearby bush of Thargoth. 


"Grong!" An unknown voice with rhythmic echoes appeared to him in the bush. Mhar 
went and tap his left leg with its horns. He didn't react much to Mhar's tapping but just 
focuses around looking but nothing was seen. He remembered that his great-great 


grandmother Nyadhuori could be talking to people when in trouble. 
"Here I'm!" Grong said loudly while trembling in fear since only a voice was heard. 


"| heard the outcry of Nyadiet Dan getting married to Gattuor whom she doesn't love at 


all." 


"Take this message to Thargoth Chiefdom and say it clearly the same way | tell you." 
Nyadhuori said. "Nyadhuori the great grandmother of Nyadiet Dan said that the 


Thargoth natives should stay warn about these evils you are doing." 


"My great-great grandmother, show yourself to me so that | believed what you're telling 


me." Grong Seizure said. 


"Don't say a word to anyone that you had seen me because it is against the traditions of 


Thargoth to claim that you saw a spiritual queen of the spirits." Nyadhuori warned Grong. 


Nyadhuori appeared in a bright light dressing in a white garment holding a silvery rod in 


her right hand. Mhar on seeing her went to her scampering and squatted besides 
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Nyadhuori. Grong Seizure and other goats were watching and later he knelt down on his 


knees. 


“Grandson of my grandson! Neither your grandfather nor anyone alive had seen me 
before." She said. "I chose you because of purity that | saw in your heart and you're the 


care taker of my beloved goat Mhar." 


"May the blessing of Supreme Kuothnhial be with you for a generation?" She laid her 
hand upon him and went away. Grong Seizure opened his eyes and realized that 
Nyadhuori left without his unawareness. He looked around to see if she might be hiding 
somewhere but nowhere to be seen. She left a white strip spot on Mhar’s back. Mhar 


was a reddish brown goat without other colors mixed on its body. 


Grong Seizure: being naughtier than anyone, always undermining people's words and 
advises, delayed for some more one hour to set home. He went to bathe first from the 
small stream where he usually bathed from which he caught three mad fish and then 
eat them for his lunch. He returned to the goats and found Mhar was making 
unnecessary noise nonstop while scratching the ground with its one leg. He felt irritated 
due to the continuous disturbance from Mhar then just rushed to the place where the 


marriage rituals were performed. 


He arrived at the place where the marriage rituals were taking place. He was looking 
apparently angry holding one of the herdsman stick. He breathes in and out heavily as if 
he was chased by a wild animal. He looked around and found out that he was unnoticed 
by everyone since they'd a great task ahead of them. He broke the herdsman stick he 
had and threw it away since he was annoyed and over disturbed from where he was 
coming from. Due to his stubbornness and naughtiness, he found the marriage rituals 


were already done. The wise ones slaughtered the cow for the ceremony. 


The children were busy roasting meat as Nyadiet Dan and Gattuor Gatdung were sitting 
on a wooden bench smiling to each other. Grong was still deciding on whether to tell 
people the message of Nyadhuori or let it go without revealing the truth and join the 
people roasting the meat. He then remembered the white strips on Mhar back and went 


to the wise one of Thargoth to tell him about the issue. 
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"Greeting Guandit! Can | say something to you?" asked Grong Seizure who was looking 


cunningly and afraid. 


"Go on my son and tell me." The Scary wise one Said dressing in white traditional kanzu, 
with about five to eight feathers on his head. He seems to stammer when talking but his 


hands help him deliver speeches. 


"I'm the great-great grandson of Nyadhuori, the spirit of Thakeer and the Queen of the 
spirits in these regional empires." He told him about the message and its outcome if 
violated means destruction of Thargoth Chiefdom. The wise one sat down for 
sometimes and told Grong Seizure to go and inform Nyadiet about the message 
Nyadhuori had said concerning her marriage rituals. He went and did as exactly as he 


was instructed by Nyadhuori. 
"Now what will | do?" She asked Grong Seizure who was also confused. 


"| have no idea." Said Grong as his mother was holding her head with two of her hands 


like a tortured prisoner. 
"But did you tell anybody?" Nyadiet Dan asked. 


"I informed the wise one about the message and | left him in thought deciding of what 


to do next." He inquired. 


The informed wise one went to the other four wise men about the matter and all agreed 
to tell the people. Nyadhuori was the most feared spirit of all the spirits including the 


wise men usually breakers the traditions if she herself spoke. 


"We have agreed on some issues that might bring problems and therefore, these 


marriage rituals should be undone." One of the wise men announced. 

"Mama daa-wey! Have you all wise men of this chiefdom gone mad?" Gatnhial asked. 
"No we're afraid that the spirits might get annoy of this rituals." 

"So you all are lying to us and proved to be honest." Gatnhial said. 


"For this matter, we shouldn't prove to you." 
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"| have seen but may the crowd have something to say to all of you." He concluded. 
"Stone them to death." Said one of the crowd as well as other joined him clattering. 


"My people wait! Be slow to judge and let them tell us the reason of all these evils." 


Gatyiel said. 


"Tell us you witch!" The crowd chorused looking more violently. They told the people 


about the message Nyadhuori had told Grong Seizure to tell the people. 


"Bring him here too!" Grong Seizure was brought forwards in front of the audience as he 


was handled on his grey silk garment with his legs hanging on air. 


"Here he is the great presumptuous imitator of Nyadhuori." He was thrown to the 


ground to be among the wise men waiting to be hanged in the remaining time. 
"How can we believe you?" asked Gatnhial. 


"Guandit! She gave me a sign to show you that she really sent me." Grong Seizure 


elaborated. 

"What sign?" "In fact we don't see even a sign in you." 

"Please allow me to go and get Mhar and the goats as well as sheep." 
"What if you run away?" 

"| beg you please Guandit!" 


"OK, go and come back in time." He went to bring the goats and sheep. Not only did she 
strip Mhar in white at the back but also other goats and sheep. They all kept quiet on 
seeing the white strips upon the goats and sheep and immediately asked the wise men 


to undo the rituals. 


"We will undo it on condition that, Gattuor will be the husband of Nyadiet Dan but 


shouldn't have intercourse." said the ritualistic wise man. 
"What if they sleep in one house?" asked the confused Gatnhial. 


"That'll leads to the destruction of the Chiefdom and neither will it stand again." One of 
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the wise men inquired to the crowd. He left the ceremony after him talking to the people 


as well as other wise men. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


In the dead night, Nyadiet Dan went to Gatnhial to help her go to Thakeer chiefdom 
leaving Grong Seizure at Thargoth. She was not to live at Thargoth Chiefdom because 
of all the restrictions Gattuor gave her since he was the one in control of Thargoth. 
Gatnhial told his son Gatduel to help her escape to Thakeer for good if possible and 
they shouldn't return till the death of Gattuor. She went to Thakeer to relieve herself 
from all the strategies that Gattuor would set aside in killing her after sometimes. She 


never wanted to break the plans ahead that Nyadhuori was to put across her life. 


Gattuor was not elated of the fact that his plot of having a very beautiful and caring wife 
like Nyadiet Dan didn't succeed. He became very furious knowing that Nyadhuori was all 
behind the scene of all his failure. He forced Nyadiet Dan to spend one night with him 
but she didn't accept him as she told him about her obedience to Nyadhuori. Gattuor 
began insulting the queen of the spirits by calling Nyadhuori that night with all sort of 


evil names. Gatnhial heard about the attitudes of Gattuor but couldn't raise his 
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complaint to him and advised him. Gattuor became impatient with the people of 


Thargoth therefore could order for the killing of the innocent commoners. 


At the dawn, Nyadiet Dan and Gatduel arrived in Thakeer chiefdom where Wang Dan's 
family, were living. Wang Dan and his wife welcomed them warmly as Nyadak came in 


bringing water for them to drink. 
"Welcome aunt!" Said Nyadak kneeling down as a sign of respect. 


Wang Dan was now having a large family of four children of which two were boys and 
the others were girl with the exception of Grong Seizure. The elder son of Wang Dan 
was the age mate of Grong Seizure and his daughter Nyadak was about twenty-three 


years of age. 


"You're extremely beautiful daughter of Wang." Complemented Gatduel unmarried 
young man of twenty-seven years old whose eyes were blinded by the young elegant 


lady. 


"Don't worries you'll be fine our visitor." said Nyadak wearing a heart killing smile that 


left every man perplexed while collecting her cups back heading to the hut. 
"Aunt! What can you say about her?” Gatduel asked. 


"Oh! Don't worry | didn't see anything different from me in her." said Nyadiet. "| saw 


myself in her since she looks exactly like me." 
"Will | ever find a very beautiful Ladies in this area like your niece?" 


"You can convince her and that's all." Gatduel was shut by the tired Nyadiet Dan since he 


seemed to be a nuisance, forgetting how tired he was too. 
"Nyadak! My daughter!" Eerie made by Nyadiet Dan. 
"Yes aunt!" 


"Help me with a mat and chamdok.""I'm really very tired and only want to take a nap." 


"OK aunt!" She rushed inside the hut bringing her best mat and Nyataabah's chamdok 


which was a bit lighter than hers. The tired Nyadiet Dan and her niece as well as the wife 
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of Wang Dan left Wang Dan and Gatduel with uncommon name in Thakeer killing time. 
It was Gatduel's first time to see the great Thakeer chiefdom which his father Gatnhial 


told him about its beauty. 


"I'm glad that my dream of seeing Thakeer has become true at this juncture." Say 


Gatduel. "| have been hearing about its beauty and here it is!" 


"Gatduel my son! Feel at home and all you want in this land you'll get." After a long 
conversation, the two men went to move around the Chiefdom as the latter was shown 
the important places in Thakeer. He took him to the home of Manyang Karl the current 


ruler of Thakeer chiefdom. 


"Manyang! How is the life taking you Kuar?" Wang Dan asked. A man looked to be a 


middle age man younger than Manyang Karl. 


"My son, life is trekking me down."'l'm no longer the strongest man in this chiefdom of 
Thakeer whom Dan Mayang would rewards after a great battle." Manyang Karl was 
seventy to seventy-one years old. He supports his back with one of his hands and the 


other hand holding his walking stick. 

"So how are your family members?" asked Manyang Karl. 
"They're fine." 

"Hey! So who is this energetic handsome young man?" 
"By the way Nyadiet came along with him today morning." 
"Let me hope everything is fine in her home." 

"Yes my friend! She looks fine.” 


Manyang Karl looked at the brave young man as he was shaking his head 


sympathetically. 
"How do your parents call you?" 


"Gatduel'" 
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"What a unique name it is!" He exclaimed putting the weight of his hand on the latter 


one's shoulder. 

"You might have a link with a ruling family, is it?" 

"Yes my father plays a role of being a chiefdom treasurer for decades." 
"Hmmm...| see reason behind your boldness." 


They turned backwards heading to Wang Dan's home so that Manyang Karl would meet 
Nyadiet Dan the first born daughter of his best friend Dan Mayang. Nyadiet Dan was 
busy sleeping and dreaming as well beside the corner of the hut where Nyadak usually 
sleep from during night times. Nyadiet Dan on realizing that the three men returned 
home woke up to meet Manyang Karl who had come with Wang. Gatduel stills couldn't 
pull his eyes out from focusing his attention on Nyadak the young beautiful daughter of 


Wang Dan. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Gatduel wasn't lethargic enough to take even a nap for an hour or a minute. He gave 
himself a task of taking Wang Dan's animals for grazing since he was a herdsman. He 
took them to the bush near the home escorted by Wang Dan's son. He was friendly to 
everyone that met him at the bush and was ready to talk to them. Gatduel despite being 
a stranger, he was welcomed by the Thakeer young men taking care of animals with 


care, love and respect. He lacked nothing to worry about though Wang Dan had only 
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twenty cows less than for his father Gatnhial the respected elder of Thargoth. There 
wasn't inauspiciousness seen in him succeeding in the land of Thakeer Chiefdom 


though a foreigner. 
+ 


"Let's find out by all means where these two people should have gone." Gattuor who 
was speaking with authority said. He assembled the elders in the Chiefdom hall where 
he was sitting on a traditional throne. Nyadiet Dan only informed Gatnhial of her going 
to Thakeer the previous night leading to escort of Nyadiet by Gatduel. The whole 
Chiefdom was wondering of where she might have gone to in the middle of night 


previously. 


"Gattuor! My chief, | think Nyadhuori might have a hand in these things happening here." 
Suggested Gatnhial looking in pretense of not knowing where they might have gone 


blabbing with his eyes and hands. 


Gattuor on his possession of the throne became more arrogant and violent towards the 
council of elders. Gattuor murdered five guards of Nyadiet Dan on the night same night 
when Nyadiet Dan escaped to Thakeer. His tempers were very high though the natives 


knew the other good side of him but just implement his words since they're powerless. 


"Call for me the son of that woman." Gattuor ordered two other guards standing beside 
him. Grong was brought post to answer the chief and the elders as well as the 


commoner’s committee. 
"Where should your mother be?" Gatyiel asked. 


"Gatyiel! Before | raised my hand against you and your family, don't change what | told 


the guards." said kuar Gattuor. 
"Kuar! Please accept my apology!" 
"Sit down you worthless elder." 


"Thank you kuar!" 
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"Son of my newly married wife, where is your mother?" Gattuor asked. 


"Kuar! I'm sorry for the news but sincerely, | don't have any idea of where she might have 


gone to-that night." "I'm just a care taker of Mhar and other goats." 


"Grong Seizure! Son of the missing woman, you're insulting me, aren't you?" 
"Kuar Gattuor! Pardon my misbehavior." 


"You know | love you the most that's why | didn't murder you with her bodyguards." "But | 
left you because you're special to me, since you took good care of my goats and sheep 


that my late brother left for me." 


"Kuar Gattuor! I'm grateful for keeping me alive." said Grong while pleading with the kuar 
Gattuor who was not in his mood from the day Nyadiet had escaped from the Thargoth 
Chiefdom. He didn't spare anyone that came across him that moment but strangled all 
those he met with roaming outside. He never had mercy in his life in the Thargoth upon 
people of Thargoth chiefdom. His son Gatwal who was never happy of Grong Seizure 
since the time his father became the Chief, uses every opportunity to mistreat Grong 


Seizure. 


"Go and look after the animals."Said Kuar freeing Seizure since the life of Grong 
depends on the taking care of his only possession Mhar, the goat of his great 
grandmother Nyadhuori. Gatwal was never pleased by what his father did by freeing the 
innocent Grong Seizure. He always insults Grong calling him an orphan without a 
mother anytime he sees him. He eats the maize of Grong Seizure when he let him go to 


swim in the nearby pool of water where the animals usually drink from. 


Grong was calmed but wouldn't bury his patience when disturbed or annoyed by his age 
mates. He was huge to wrestle with any mate of his but finally give up when they're tired. 
He hates losing to his mates especially when it comes to playing Luuth (ground game) 
with them. He wouldn't stop playing tills he won the game three time his defeating since 
when a person plays Luuth and didn't win he carried the burden of luuth and would've 
laughed at by his friends. He always worked based on the discipline of ‘What can't | do 


that others can do?' This was one of the strong motivation behind his life and what 
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pushed him to being the most talented person and uniquely gifted in taking care of the 


animals. 


Gatwal was contemptible by his friends, despite being a son of the chief Gattuor. He 
was always made fun of whenever he failed to succeed in doing a task given to him. 
Gatwal hates walking with friends most of the time and instead moves alone to avoid 
problems. He has never won a fight in his life time as a boy making him being called a 
coward by his age mates. When his father is around, he behaves like a brave teen yet he 


was only remaining with three seasons to be initiated to manhood. 


Now that it was approaching the tenth month, the farmers had to reap what they sow 
and were eagerly waiting to harvest their crops. The minority were neither happy due to 
their laziness since they scrolled on their papyrus mats up to noon letting the 
hardworking men toiled. They roamed throughout the villages looking for a helping hand 


from every successful farmer to assist them with a plateful of millet and maize. 


The farmers would carry alongside farm tools and large baskets at the harvest season. 
The father who was known as the head of the family and the chief of the harvest could 
clear the farmland of about ten kilometres away within three to four days. The chief 
always kept them at improving their farming skills by awarding the best farmer of the 


season in that year with twenty cows. 


The women harvested the maize around the homestead and built granaries within the 
home. The millet harvested by men could be dried and stored at home for sometimes. 
The millet was stored in a large granaries made of clay soil mixed with small amount of 
grass for strengthening it. The successful farmer of the season would be escorted to 
his home by all the villagers singing songs of success and spreading the value of 


hardworking men in the society. 

"Greatest of the great men has arrived." 

"Here comes he is with great wealth!" 

"He toils during the season and finally made it." 


"Praised be to Nyadhuori and the gods of Great Thargoth." 
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"Not to forget the Kuothnhial the founder of the ground." 
"Let's support his success and appreciate him for the good work done." 


When they finished singing the motivational song for other men to work harder in the 
coming season, they returned back to their homes. The farmer owed them a plate of 


millet for each woman who helped in appreciating his effort. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


After the three harvest seasons in the fourth month the Groundhog Day ceremony 
would take place. The mature boys had to break fresh to receive gaar on their foreheads 
as the initiation to manhood. Grong Seizure and Gatwal being at that stage, have to 
come to grips with the initiation. It was a stage that no man should escape without 


being punished by the people of the land and the local leaders. 


The crowd gathered at the home of the chief Gattuor, the current chief who replaced his 
late blood brother Gatbel. There was a great noise of excitement as the women yells to 
the top of their lungs, welcoming the seven young men ready to go through the narrow 
of death and pain. It wasn't simple as some of the congregants see it, but a matter of 
life and death since the veins on their foreheads are cut. The depth of the shape edge 
knife would mangle the smoothly and cleared face with only four lines of dimensional 


measured cores, cracking a little bit of the veins, letting a pool of red fluidized waterbed 
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on the floor for a few hours. Some of the softer heart crisps and let the outflow of tear 
glands secrete the salty water across the middleweight big eyes. The fearlessness of 
the men wasn't tolerance to the chief who spear them to death: not even a glance of 
fear could be shown in sophisticatedly blink of the eyes. When successfully done leads 


to respect and even a position in chiefdom leadership would be given to him. 


Grong Seizure and Gatwal as well as the other five young men, have to grind their teeth 
in great pain, as the small sharped-edge knife had to separate the main veins of the 
forehead. The chief after the young men received gaar had to reward each of them with 
cows to starts their new beginning and life. They had to spend at least two to three 


months at the chief's home before returning back to their parents and relatives. 


They spent two to three months together in order to strengthen their friendship as they 
sleep in the same hut and eats in the same plate of millet with milk. They composed 
songs of their own and should walk together even when age has defeated them. They 
attended to gang celebrated areas and seek for recognition from other men for 
cooperation. They would grow on young ladies who seems to be looking more attractive 


but of other areas to marry in the coming as long as they're ready for marriage. 


At the Groundhog Day celebration, the initiator Gatkek was always ten cows given a 
grand award yearly by the chief. He was alert and courageous in doing his job initiating 
the young men to their manhood including the late chief Gatbel fearlessly and zealously. 
The parents especially their fathers would look into the eyes of the young men holding a 
spear to scare them. When a young man runs away, he brings shame to his entire family 


as well as the clan where he belongs. 


The three seasons had come to pass, making Nyadak Wang completely twenty-six 
seasons old in her lifetime as a female. She had to be given a hand in marriage to the 
men of her choice though the parents also pressure her to marry Gatduel: she reached 
the marriage stage and therefore, she was able to produce or nurse children of her own. 
Nyadak had had many choices to make exceptionally Gatduel who seems to be kind and 
hardworking man. He was always by her side, the family of Wang Dan too working for 


them; though he was an intruder. 
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Gatduel was friendly, determined and courageous, winning the admiration from the 
parents of Nyadak as well as the society at large. He built a hut on the land which was 
offered to him by Wang for his kindness toward the family. During those days among 
the people of Thakeer: a visitor when proved himself to be kind and hardworking was 
given a land by the family and also the society: as long as he was single and decided to 
stay within that society for the rest of his life as a member. He would be given a cow to 
rear for three years, if it gives birth to calves; he shall pay the owner back in different 


form as appreciation for the offer. 


It wasn't easy for a mere person to acquire a great wealth in unknown land for a short 
period of time. This was a different case with Gatduel Gatnhial who reared a numerous 
heads of cattle. He made many friends in Thakeer chiefdom who sympathized with him, 
gave him cows as his own instead of looking after the animals of Wang Dan. ‘A friend in 
deed is a friend in need’ making Gatduel Gatnhial to be at the same level in terms of 
possession with his friends: that went ahead to strengthen their relationship more and 


more appealing. 


Wang Dan in the few three seasons he spent with Gatduel, developed interest in the way 
of life of Gatduel. He came to like him more and more as his own son though not. He 
believed that if Nyadak marry Gatduel, she won't regret in future or curse herself for 
being a married woman. He was always in getting on top of Gatduel making sure that 
his daughter wouldn't wrong her husband to be. He had the right to choose for his 
daughter a husband since it was traditionally acceptable as a norm for a parent to 


select a wife or husband for his child. 


The aunts and the mothers would also play their duties in doing many things for the 
girls. They trained them how to behave well, how to talk to men and handle their 
husbands to be in future. The young men who are bachelors were always with their 
fathers and the elderly people for advice and encouragement. "The one who walks with 
the wise will also gain wisdom" since they have experience and could solve problems of 


the society. 


Gatduel was now ready to marry Nyadak the girl of his dream and the only one he wants 
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to spend the rest of his life with her. He couldn't wait for even an hour or month to end 
without having her as his wife. All the Thargoth elders were called upon come witness 
the marriage negotiations for the granddaughter of Dan Mayang. The elders together 
with Nyadiet Dan had had to discuss the negotiations process for the number of cows 
to be paid as bride price for Nyadak. The elders assembled in a hut of Wang Dan: 
Nyadiet was an aunt to Nyadak as well as the guardian of Gatduel since Gatnhial 


wouldn't make it to the marriage of his son. 


"My people of Thakeer | greet you in the name of Nyadhuori." said Nyadiet Dan playing a 
role of fatherhood for Gatduel Gatnhial. 


"Amanajin Nyadan Mayang." Chorused the elders present in the hut with their right 


hands forward as a sign of respect for women in authority. 


"All of you know that; I'm an aunt to Nyadak Wang, and also have decided to give her 
hand in marriage to Gatduel the intruder of our land: Most of you have met him and seen 
for yourself how a hardworking a young man he is! This made the elders at least 
chuckles for a second, nodding their heads slightly for clarity as well as confirmation. 
Nyadiet Dan Mayang winded up with her speech concerning the positivity of Nyadak in 
marrying Gatduel Gatnhial making other men opportunity cost, which the latter speakers 
spoke about the proposal. The people in the traditional hut agreed; That Gatduel should 
pay at least thirty-four cows as the bride price without any further negotiations. Gatduel 
had got fifty heads of cattle within the three seasons he spent at Thakeer chiefdom and 


therefore, had enough to pay. 


The bride price would be divided among the people in the family including the dead ones 
were given shares of their own, though they didn't contribute to the upbringings of the 
girl child. The thirty-four cows were distributed among the family of Wang Dan and only 
those for the dead remained at home. The cows were usually brought home after the 
negotiations had been done; the following weeks the wedding should kick off. Gatduel, 
in the after the negotiations, took the cows to the home of Wang Dan the father of 


Nyadak as the proof for his seriousness in marrying Nyadak Wang Dan. 


Anciently, among the people of Thakeer: the bride and bride groom shouldn't be 
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involved in the bride price negotiations but only the elders; it could bring the vanishing of 
the customs and value of the already set rules and laws of the marriage. The marriage 
was done basing on the interest of the parents of both the girl and the boy; for they 
know the importance of it and know the characterized manners of each other in society. 
The parents of the boy look for a beautiful girl, hardworking, respectful and good 
hearted as well: the parents of the girl look for a hardworking boy, respectful but should 
be wealthy enough to cater for their daughter. The man after the wedding had been 
done away with, he shouldn't be given his wife immediately but had to wait for her 
pregnancy in the home of her parents; He visited her every night for two to three months 
as the parents watches over whether he there be a grandchild for them in those months. 


After the three months, she would be free to go to her home and live with her husband. 


Nyadak Wang Dan was given hand in marriage to Gatduel Gatnhial the man of her 
dream: they weren't far away from Wang Dan's family since they're the neighbours living 
with Nyadiet Dan, her aunt. Nyadiet Dan being a hardworking and experienced woman 
had to teach her niece Nyadak Wang Dan the values of marriage. The only one thing left 
for Nyadiet to be complete in her home was Grong Seizure, her beloved one and the only 
property left for her since the day she became the widow. She always thinks of his 
wellbeing but it was unfortunate, that he was nowhere to be seen near; making her pray 


to kuothnhial to protect Grong Seizure. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


In the early morning the royal drum was tuned, making the disgorged delegates deplore. 
It was unusual to sound the track of this drum with no intentions in the chiefdom. It was 
supposedly have been sounded when an important person in the chiefdom die. When an 
official at the chiefdom committed an offence and deserved to be punished publicly 
without demur. This would be informing the commoners from the edges of Thargoth. It 
must be drummed by the member of the ruling family especially the first born son of the 
chief. The crowds assembled in the blink of an eye at the compound of the chief's home 


as Grong Seizure was the exception due to his current behavior. 


Grong Seizure had been awoken by the drum from his dream which he was to complete 
and was looking angrily as he was moving away from his home compound; he 
developed a habit of laziness from the time his adopted mother Nyadiet Dan left for 
Thakeer and he sleeps whenever he feels dizzy. He was huge and heavy which made 
him challenged all the men in the chiefdom in wrestling matches including the chief 
himself. He was tall and straight upward with no bend found on his body. He looks at 
people who hates him in disgusting glances and he couldn't be defeated in any game 
with confidentiality of the other. His chest was out stretches about twenty-thirty 
centimeters across. He was hairy all over and muscular and had white eyes brightly 
glowing despite of his narrow curved inward nose. He holds a cowboy stick which was 
given to him by the late Chief Gatbel for his loyalty to him. Grong instead uses it for 
beating stubborn residents of Thargoth. He was never happy with the proud ones but 
always peaceful to those obedient; he talks less but act more frequently with his hands 


when annoyed. 
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He approached towards the compound of the chief Gattuor and then sat on his 
triangular-legged stool made of hard mahogany wooden material that only him, could sit 
as a member of the Commoners committee. He was the leader of the committee since 
he talks less but doesn't have time for any grudges of the commoners. He was always 
given all the responsibilities for both the commoners and council of elder’s committee 
for the better tomorrow of Thargoth. He finds several solutions to any problem facing 
the council of elders as well as the commoners and encouraged them to implement the 


solutions to work. 


"Greeting Kuar Gattuor! | greet you all elders and Grong Seizure." said the speaker of the 
former Great Thargoth Chiefdom. He couldn't miss the name of Grong Seizure while 
greeting the majority. He was like the second in the leadership of Thargoth, for he roars 
like an angry when annoyed-scattering all the commoners. Gatwal the speaker of 
Thargoth appreciated everyone in Thargoth for responding to the call of the chief and 
then welcomed the chief to say something urgently that would be the music to people's 


ears. 


The chief Gattuor stood up demanding respect from the commoners by slightly bowing 
before him; he began his speech basing on the issues of how the great men of Thargoth 
are vanishing from the chiefdom; from the recent even that happened as the head of the 
council of Elders Gatnhial, passed on due to his old age. Chief (Kuar) Gattuor was 
speaking in that manner so that to enable people curious of the plans he had set a side; 
he wanted Bring Seizure to have no clue of the already set strategies of demoting him- 


returning the powers back to be given to Gatwal. 


He wasn't in peace during nights because Grong was becoming very successful and 
given more respect which was for Gatwal his elder son; so he wants Grong to go back 
and continue to suffer and could be easily be called a herdsman, looking after goats and 
cows. He realized that soon Grong would take over the power from him as the next 
chief of Thargoth rendering Gatwal useless in the chiefdom in that case yet he was 


good at speaking and interacting with people of all categories. 


The other elders resumed with their talks for the change in the leadership of Thargoth 
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and finally, the promotion and demotion letter was handed over to the speaker to divide 


the positions among the officials. 


The letter written by Gattuor, the current chief was to be read out; it was mainly intended 
to demote Grong Seizure from the being the commoner’s committee leader; putting 
Gatwal the speaker as the substitute. According to the letter, Grong Seizure was to 
serve as Prisoners guard master; maintaining the discipline among the prisoners as well 
as ordering them what to do, since he deserved more respect from the commoners. 
This was the lowest position among the Thargoth officials; he would obey the elders, 


commoners and the chief Gattuor whom he wasn't obeying at all cost. 


"Ke dhor kuar Gatbel banang kah-amani liey tintek ke bah, beh changni guath nenitin cha 


khap koor" 


This was done to make him stay at the prisoner's residence, keeping an eye on 
prisoners without their escape or causing troubles to the guards. There was a great 
mumbles raised among the throngs; wondering of the chief's terrifying decision, as the 
all chiefdom depended on Grong since he was the wise one compared to the chief 
himself in terms of solving problems. He was then allowed to give a speech concerning 


the chief's idea. 


"Kuar Gattuor! | knew you were a coward-fearing that | would take over the leadership 
from you-but seizure my right won't happen." He brandished the chief angrily with his 
cowboy stick as a warning. He was fuming; reaching his pessimistic prediction of the 


Former Great Thargoth chief. 


"And for that case, | will kill you and your whole family if you don't mind-because I'm the 
great grandson of Nyadhuori the Queen of the spirits." He added while leaving the 
gathered throngs at the compound of the chief Gattuor. He doesn't talk much but 
speaks sense in people's ears and minds. The commoners of Thargoth went their own 
ways after Grong Seizure left for his home since they're fed up by the news from the 
chief. 


The evening approaches as the full moon was eagerly looking forwards to swallowing 
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the red sun of the evening sheath, kneeling below the horizon of the Thargoth highlands. 
Grong came on an opened ground where he usually plays his melodies his workers 
singing the great song of Nyadhuori reflecting her situations encountered during her life 


as a Queen of the Spirits making the moving embezzled the warmth of the sea breeze. 

"When drooped on seeing the glittering sun" 

"Cried like a fox in wilderness looking for tuak" 

"Fed from the glands of my precious mother" 

"Grew to being a wonderful and hardworking lad," 
"Struggling with a long and abundant life” 

“Enrich with a lot of Problems and worries." 
"If | never knew the obstacles in this world" 

"| would've vanished for all and not seen" 
"Millions praised me for my good characters" 
"But it wasn't all the haters wanted of me," 
"For, I'm blessed by Kouthnhial and the gods." 


This was his best song which his adopted mother Nyadiet Dan taught him and he can't 
spend a day or night without singing it for the people around him in the evening near the 
fire places. It was always a motive for Mhar to listen to it making it comes closer to 
Grong for it pleased its ears, since it was the song sung by Nyadhouri its owner and the 
protector as well. Grong despite of the challenges he was going through; he would make 
right decisions whenever he sing the song, however, it can't go beyond Nyadhuori's 


understanding and knowledge. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Four weeks later, the adamant on Grong Seizure's mind had come to past therefore, he 
became so complacently with no contrite of his being prisoners guard master; he left 
the home of Late Gatbel- shifting his only portion Mhar to prison headquarters; letting 
Gatwal annexed the home of the former chief as commanded by Kuar Gattuor the 


current chief of Thargoth. 


The prisons of Thargoth were under basements like structures with critical and poor 
ventilation as well as living conditions were unfavorable; a word an individual would 
rarely be heard since, only small openings which were to allow food and water passage. 
The prisoners weren't allowed to cleanse themselves with even a single drop of water; 
but only what goes to the body was acceptable. The prison headquarters comprises of 
war captives from different chiefdoms especially during the uprising of the former Great 
Thargoth Chiefdom. 


At the dawn, the prisons were opened for the prisoners to received their daily rewards of 
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fifty Cannes to strengthened their bodies making them activated; the prisoners 
especially the natives of the land would be release after their punishment ended leaving 
the captives there for the rest of their life. The dead prisoners were buried in their 


basements, for there's no more land for their remains. 


"Everybody gets out of your comfort zones-the master is soon arriving." Gattiek said, the 
chief commander of the guards in the prison headquarters blowing a whistle. They 


came out in the same way they're since last night. 
"Now | tell you-you must show him much respect than anyone else here." 


Grong Seizure approached their midst, looking at each unknown faces one by one 
before giving his talks. He then went to the front, telling them the new laws and orders 
that he wants each individual to follows for their wellbeing in the prison headquarters. 
He wanted to change the previous situation in which the prisoners were living to a better 
one. This was to make the living conditions for prisons favorable enough. He requested 
the prisoners and the guards to work hand in hand with him to change the already 


detrimental system of government in Thargoth. 


"I'm here as your brother, friend and a leader, so if you accept my rules and regulations 
life will be smooth for us." Grong Seizure said, seeking for teamwork from the prisoners 
and the guards. According to his new rule, underground basements were to be removed, 
and built new houses for the prisoners. The prisoners were to own arrows and bows in 
the prison headquarters; becoming free slaves as well as moving from place to place. 
He then ended his speech by commanding both the guards and the prisoners to closed 
all the under basement prisons with soils and start building homes around for 


themselves. 


Grong Seizure hates seeing others in misery and therefore wants to change the life of 
all the individuals in the prison headquarters. He encircled the prison headquarters with 
reed fence covered with thorns, to separate it from the rest of Thargoth Chiefdom. The 
prisoners and the guards started to live a wonderful life that they had never imagined to 


have been, from the day they've been put in the underground basement prisons. 
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A month had gone without the Chief Gattuor hearing about the changes and decisions 
that; Grong had made in the chiefdom and he finally found out. He became very furious 
and invited Grong Seizure to answer him for the breakable amended existing law of the 
Chiefdom; these existed rules shouldn't be changed or disobeyed by any official or a 
mere Chief in the chiefdom. If changed or broken, a death penalty was to be given to 
that official. Grong Seizure rejected the chief's invitation and henceforth, sent a warning 


to worsen it. 


Kuar Gattuor sent more fifty warriors to bring Grong since he was becoming unruly to 
the commands of the chief. The fifty warriors set off and reached at the prison 
headquarters, demanding for Grong to leave with them; but a word from Grong was 
enough to make them return to the chief, without further demur. This was strangely to 
the chief and therefore, carnages the fifty warriors; for they're loyal and there end up 


betraying him. 


The rumors about the carnage of the warriors deplored the neighboring Chiefdoms; 
creating an opportunity for them to make dilapidation of Thargoth. It was a great 
number that could hold a strong fight against the enemies but just vanished in a thin air. 
The news made their greatest enemies from the North and Eastern parts of Thargoth, 
get prepared and ready for the attack of Thargoth. Kuar Gattuor sent his own son this 
time to fetch the stubborn Grong, capture him alongside five hundred warriors. This was 


a great deal that can't be delegated to bring one notorious Grong but a whole Chiefdom. 


Gatwal and the five hundred warriors arrived in the prison headquarters blowing a horn; 
to let Grong aware of their present. The encircled the prison headquarters halfway lying 
along the Thargoth Highlands. He came out of the reed fence to confirm the noise, 
wondering of who could be blowing horn at unusual hour of the midday. He found out 
that it was Gatwal joining hands with the Thargoth warriors. Grong held his cowboy 
stick on the left hand side and a spear on the other. He chuckled; shaking his head with 


amazement brought by the chief; bringing a mass of warriors to get him. 
"My boys, where are you all going at this hour?" 


"Brother it's your time to be punished for disobedience." said Gatwal. 
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"What a joke this is! Why are you all here?" Grong was in his right sense, but at the 


sametime joking and laughing loudly because it's funny for him to be taken by cowards. 
"My brother don't laugh a lot, we're here to hand you over to the chief." 


"Oh! | didn't know that but, that's what you're supposed to tell me. What if | change my 


mind and | say I'm not going?" 
"There you're moving from fire into frying pan." 
"I see but I'm not going anywhere-and tell him to come himself." 


"Please we don't want to die like the fifty warriors; we beg you come along with us." said 


one of the top warriors. 


"My little ones, | will come when I'm in the mood of coming." He went around touching 


the shoulders of the frontiersmen as sign of warning them against danger. 


"For | tell you now that you must come along with us." said Gatwal speaking with 


authority. 


"OK | say no!" He moved backward, throwing away his Cardigan, ready to face any 
challenger. "But anyway, let me warn your weak chief; simply tell him to mind his 
business or else if | mind it-it means destruction of this Chiefdom. Now don't waste my 


time and get lost from my sight." He picked his Cardigan and brandished them. 


Gatwal blew the horn once again since Grong was turning his back towards them: It was 
such a big sin for Grong to challenge a coward, but had nothing to do about this. He 
threw a spear annoyingly to Gatwal, thrashing his vocal cord, followed by a red pool of 
blood, leaving him breathless and finally falls off from the donkey on which he mounted. 
The warriors were astonished, throwing their spears and shields to the ground as a sign 
to show their regret and accepting the defeat. They disgorged, running for their safety- 
leaving Gatwal lying in the cold. For it was the only thing they could do in order to not 


risk their lives by fighting against the strongest and greatest warrior of Thargoth. 


The warriors were egocentric, forgetting their main duty that’s to be loyal, fight and die 


for their leaders. They returned back to the chiefdom headquarters, running like sheep 
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being scattered by a hungry hyena with no plans of survival for the next couple of days. 
The warriors couldn't look back as for what happened was enough to mangle one’s 
vision. The reed fence was left blank, only imaginary shadows of the hundredths of men 


and areal one man’s corpse: lying like a hunted springbuck of Equatorial forest. 


Grong went inside, gathered the guards and the trained prisoners, alerting them of 
Gatwal’s mysterious death. He was afraid of the back fire awaits him from Gattour who 
is ever an impatient and arrogant man, hurting anyone in the wrong path. He sent them 
away to seek refuge from the neighboring chiefdoms, especially where most of the 
prisoners come from. The prisons were left for him and mhar his only possession at 
that time as he was looking forwards to completing his awaited promise of destroying 
the whole family of Kuar Gattuor for once and all. Grong was roaming from side to side 
thinking of where to go next since his name would be known by even the greatest 
enemies, making it difficult to make a tough decision of whether to leave kuar Gattuor 


to run it in the same manner. 


Kuar Gattuor was called on the arrival of the warriors, he was very excited for their 


return, and seeing them was his pride that only could relates dog and bones love. 


“What am | having here, the pride and power of Thargoth?” said kuar Gattuor with a 
great smile that only a newly appointed chief would have. He went ahead touching their 
shoulders one after another as a sign of appreciation for the good work done as well as 
welcoming them back from a given task. As the chief was still talking, the warriors went 


down on their knees as they planned. 


“Kuar! We had remained loyal to you all our life, till today that we couldn't fight someone 
that violated your command.” said one of the top warriors. “Gatwal had been killed by 


Grong and we couldn't fight back.” One of the top warriors added. 
“What!” Exclaimed Gatwal’s mother as she fainted. 


“Where could | find his body?” Gattuor gasped rushing to know of how and why it had 
happened. 


“Headquarters.” Said one of the warriors. 
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Kuar Gattuor went to the prison headquarters to go and bring Grong by hand but only 
found mhar. He brought the goat along with him as well as the corpse of his dearest 


son Gatwal. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


Now that the sun had buried its rays, only the dark shadows of the huts came to past. 
Grong Seizure got out of the forest, moving along a thorny path characterized by 
numerous holes and patches of the wilder land. He went towards a great deal of houses 
that could not tell of which destination Grong’s path would relies on. He kept his head 
high being assured of the kind of house to hits as he was off set of the whole day with 
neither a taste of food nor water. The smoke blowing from a reed yellow brownish fence, 
aroma of the ‘walwal’, made from maize grain, blowing across his widely opened 
nostrils. He can’t imagine missing out of the precious meal. He approached towards the 
thorny made door to see whether there would be a man in the house. He found out that 


it was a woman and her only child and then moved in to get a shelter. 
“Male jichieng?” Grong alarmed the residence. 
“Enh male magoa.” Replied a voice of a woman, dressing in green Katanga, covering the 


waist and above the knees, another cut patch for the chest area approaching towards 
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him with hilarious smile. She knelt down to greet the muggy, muscular and straight 
forwards unknown young man of mysterious characters. She brought a papyrus mat, 
water and let him rest for a while as she went to fetch food for the visitor. She was a 
light skinned lad with great loving natural affection on her face, slightly tall and 


moderate in size. She has red light lips with a delightful gap between her upper dental 
formulae. 


She was known in the Thakeer as the unluckiest of the women of the chiefdom. Her 
husband Manyuon died four years after their marriage leaving her one child. She 
struggled raising her only child without any contribution from the Thakeer commoners. 
Nyagai is hardworking and goodhearted to everyone around her, a great singer in the 
area composing traditional songs. Her voice could attract the passing by people just 


like a magnetic field flux, and the great forces between unlike poles. 
“You are most welcome sir!” 

“Thank you!” 

“I’m Grong Seizure from former great Thargoth.” 

“Really? Wow! My grandfather was once there.” 


“That’s a wonderful news.” 


“Maybe, but a curse | guessed.” “So son of the former great Thargoth, what brought you 
to Thakeer?” she added while leaning on the reed fence, standing with her right foot on 
top of the other. Grong after drinking a cup full of well water, replied to Nyagai, that he 


was in the area to look for his mother who left Thargoth seven seasons ago. 


“Madin! What a loving son? She exclaimed looking straight into his eyes, accompanied 
by tremendous pretender’s smile and a glistening dimpled cheeks. She is what defines a 
concede beauty according to both the Thargoth and the Thakeer. She remained 
unmarried, since her loving and caring husband passed away. For nobody could easily 
match her husband in all ways. Her parents live inin the northern region of Thakeer, and 
would come once a season. She brought Grong ‘walwal in a plateful cucumber made, 


covered in a fresh awaited satisfactory cow milk. He gazed at the food, smiled and then 
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scoped it with a traditional ‘tung’, shocked his head slightly to confirm its deliciousness. 


“Brother, feel free for more, because it is in plenty.” said Nyagai as she was seated on a 


mat besides the entrance to the house, feeding her only son. 


“Surely, | need more!” He gasped, sweating endlessly as if he was poured Nile water, and 
he was given more of it. Grong Seizure, ate to complacency, thanking Nyadouri for the 
wonderful woman that came to his rescue without any delay. He was very hungry, since 
he neither tasted water nor ate food for the whole day. The two kept the conversation in 
motion till, the baby slept and finally, Grong had to be left outside, sleeping on a papyrus 
mat. He covered himself with a dull colored ‘chamdok’, since it was a dry season and no 


rain to fall. 


At the cock’s crow, Grong woke up. He rolled his mat and chamdok together, putting 
them aside. He attended to the cows in the kraal, clearing the dungs around it and the 
left to bath in the nearby pond. On his returned, he cut the firewood next to the kraal, lid 
up fire to provide warms for him and the animals in the kraal. He waits for Nyagai and 
her son Kai, to wake up though, they would delay his routine of utilizing his energetic 
power. Grong, being raised from a home where animals were the main wealth, knew the 


value of keeping kraal clean. 


Nyagai opened the plywood door of the hut, it was almost dawn where she came to light 
that the visitor was nowhere to be seen. But, only the tips of a blanket rolled in a 
papyrus mat. She was wondering of where he would have gone to in the very early 


morning. She wasn’t collateral to him at all, though hosted him for a night. 


She became so worried of where her visitor might have gone to at the dawn. Nyagai 
went around searching for him, found him in the middle of the kraal, sitting near the fire 


to get warmth. 


“Chibah Kemal?” she asked standing with her hands crossing each other, looking down 


towards Grong. She was perhaps feeling cold, but couldn't tell anyone openly. 


“Enh Chabah Kemal.” “Come sit next to me.” Grong added, extending his right hand for 


Nyagai to support her while she was to sit down. He smiled at her, trying to get the joy 
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out of her. 

“I can see!” 

“What do you see | can’t see?” 

“The reason for your disappearance.” 


“Why are you so limited to your words?” “You need to be opened.” He added, looking 


straight into her eyes. 
“Do you have a wife?” 
“Do | look thirty years old?” 


“Not really, but | think?” she said while trying to get up as she was moving towards the 


house door. 


“We talk later | brought you water in that pot, go bath and prepare food for the child” 


Grong was dilettante, knowing what others might lack, then makes it available for them. 
“What! You brought me water?” 

“Yes, any problem?” 

“No please! You shouldn't have done that, for you are a man.” 

“What about being a man?” 

“Where are the customs and values of Thakeer?” 

“Thakeer can never change to water or will you?” 

“Don't do that again, chiling? 


“No problem | won't.” Nyagai left the kraal then went, bathed and prepared morning 
walwal for Grong Seizure to eat. He finished eating, gaining more energy for the day, as 


he would be waiting for ‘koof’ at lunch mixed with a well-cooked ‘liach’. 


During this season, women and their husbands had to go to the gardens, clearing them 


before the rainy season commenced. Nyagai would always go with nobody helping her 
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in the garden, forcing other women insults her for her bad luck. 


“Grong! l'm going to the garden, keep around till my return.” She said holding a hoe and 


a rake on her left hand and a jerry can of water on the other. 


“Like really?” He chuckled, moving towards her for a closer look-up. “Look at me, do | 


look like a lazy fellow?” He added while pointing a self-scanning finger. 
“Sir, | didn’t mean that because | barely know you.” 


“Why wasting this delirious energetic man?” “He should clear your garden.” He added, 
removing his cardigan as well as twisting his golden bangle with ash for branding. 
Nyagai became speechless, shaking her head slightly sideways, wondering of what to 


say next. 

“You are just a visitor that means...you have to rest.” 

“A visitor whose energy is in abundance should help, don’t say a word!” 
“Okay! But...” 


“gods of Thakeer...why?” He said expressing his emotions with begging hands. Nyagai 
looked at him and agrees, that Grong was to be introduced to others as his cousin 


brother from Thargoth. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


The former and the latter left for the garden clearance, leaving the gardeners and the 
road passing by people in confusion. The young hunk that came out of the blue without 
the awareness of the neighbors and the village at large, should be questioned. For there 
is a need to find out of where, how, when and who really he is. The two began the work, 
singing the songs of Nyadhouri while clearing a more land. It was their habit to sing 
songs during their free time especially when bored or doing a great task. This grabbed 
the attention of the people around them, coming in a large mass of crowd to really get a 


glimpse of this unknown young man. 


“Male Nyagai?” Asked a woman among the crowd, standing in the frontier “Chiabah 
Kemal Nyamaar?” She added, holding placing her left hand on her upper waist region, 


her head positioned on slanting posture, making the two uncomfortable and stood. 


“Enh mal-magoa.” She said looking at the crowd who are waiting for a clear viewpoint of 


Grong. 


“It seems the grass are never tough on your side, what do we conclude?” The woman on 


the frontier asked. 


“My sister... life is always like a ‘babur yier’, it takes time to reach its destination.” Nyagai 


chuckled to make the crowd understand that Grong was just a visitor. 


“Wow! He has a unique voice could he be your brother or...?” Said another lady among 


the crowd demonstrating with a weight hand. 


“Enh, he is my cousin brother not my actual...” She elaborated to kill the suspicious 


crowd eagerly waiting. 
“We can see...he looks great” The latter lady among the crowd complemented. 


“Yes, exactly greater than what you imagine.” Nyagai said while leaning her left hand 
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against Grong’s shoulder, as he was putting a dump smile on his face to make them 


believe her words which weren't really true. 


“Welcome to your sister's home.” The crowd left, resuming with the clearing of the 
gardens. When it was noon, the two had to go home happily, since more land was 
cleared. Grong on his way to home, branched to the pond to get fresh cold water for his 
body. 


Among the people of Thakeer a visitor was to live with you for a week before 
proceeding to his journey, and Grong was never an exception. He had to go and look for 
his mother elsewhere. Nyagai couldn't let that happen and requested him to stay for 
more days of stay. Nyagai didn’t know much about his mother, but guessed due to the 
stories her mother Nyador, told her at childhood of her cousin with the same name 
taken to Thagoth. Nyador was the follower-sister to Nyakim. This was the mystery 
behind all their passion as an inheritance from Manguet, their grandfather. He was a 


great musician of all times with various voices of singing to the rulers of Thakeer. 


“So what is the name of your mother?” Nyagai asked Grong as it was a broad-daylight 
afternoon with a shimmering sun rays staged. It burns the green like stomata, twisting it 


till its dead cells seen at a distance. 

“Oh you mean mama!” 

“Do you want me answer that also?” Nyagai gasped. 
“Not really, but Nyadiet Dan.” He said 

“Is it so?” She gasped again surprisingly. 

“Maybe?” 

“She is not your real mother but your aunt.” 
“Woman, you must be mistaken?” 

“| knew you from birth.” 


“Why can't I just leave your home instead?” He stood up, picked his cowboy stick then 
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left. Nyagai ran after him, caught his hand, begged him to stay but insisted on going to 
look for his mother. She tried convincing him but only rejections and warnings were the 


response. 
“Grong Seizure...!” she called him on top of her lungs. 


“| don’t want to hear anything from you anymore.” He said in anguish, pointing a curse 


finger at her. 

“Please my brother! | need you to know that I’m your cousin sister.” 
“| don’t know you.” 

“I know you are looking for your aunt, Nyadiet.” 

“Call her my mother.” 

“Okay, | know where your mother stays.” 


“Young woman-you must be slippery or did you take any drink?” Grong became furious 


and finally, he gave her a chance to take him to Nyadiet Dan. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
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The home where Nyadiet was living would easily be located with a finger point. It 
wasn't far as mile, but of a neighborhood house. A hut with a squared wall smeared 
with a mixed colored decorated cow dung. The homestead could be seen from afar 
distance due to hives of cow dungs and smoke blowing from the east to the west of 
Thakeer. Nyamuc Gatduel, the first born daughter of Nyadak and Gatduel, was playing at 


the door way leading to the entrance of the reed fence. 


“Nyamintot... jine thin” She carried the small girl who is just five seasons of age. The two 


and the latter, entered the reed fence and found Nyadak Wang Dan. 


“Nyamingoa! The beauty of the land.” Nyadak said while amazed of a young heavy 
fellow of less words but perfect in his own ways. The two fairer sex greeted each other 


as well as the intruder. 
“Come inside!” exclaimed Nyadak, giving them water and making them comfortable. 


“Where is Nyadan Manyang?” Nyagai asked the other fairer sex. 
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“Hayo! She went to guandit Wang.” “But she will be glad to hear your visit.” Nyadak 
added with a welcoming smile-curving outwards to the jaws. She is slender and short. 
Nyadak is a hardworking fellow and committed in keeping her family and husband in 
good-terms. Nyadak sent her daughter to go and called Nyadiet Dan from Wang Dan’s 
home. It would be a music to her ears, hearing that Nyagai came for visit since she only 


comes once a season. 


Nyadiet and Nyamuc the granddaughter of Wang Dan, returned back home together. 
“Enyagaidit.... oh darling!” a voice of Nyadiet was alarming starting from the far of the 
homestead, making Nyadiet aware of her coming. Nyagai on hearing her name, 
immediately ran outside of the hut, started to dance then went closer to each other and 


finally, the two came inside the hut. 


Grong Seizure came out watching the total scene of the drama displayed by the two 
ladies. Nyadiet caught sight of a huge handsome young man that she seems to 
recognize but not remembering where. Nyagai came closer, tapping her shoulder to look 


at him keenly. 
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“Aunt don’t look at him that much, he is yours.” 


“Hayo my Seizure!” “Is it really you my son?” She went to him, kissed his forehead and 
they both burst in tears. Nyadak was left in confusion, wondering of a familiar name 


associated to her family twenty seasons ago. 


“Can he be the one?” “Okay let me wait and watch!” Nyadak murmured talking to herself. 


They all went inside the hut, leaving Nyadak unanswered at heart but only had to predict. 
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“So this is the useless brother | have?” “He was taken as a rat now here comes he is 


she added to make Nyadiet laugh for a minute. 


“Woman of Thakeer! What do you know?” Grong asked in a hilarious attitude with a 


pretending smile, engulfing a v-curves all the way to the jaw bones. 


The brother and the sister went on talking about their survival, though were in distant 
places of enemies. Grong was just a brave man that he escaped the edge of chief 
gattuor’s spear. He was to be tasted by the ground as any other man who died. He went 
ahead to tell his mother Nyadiet about the evil acts which Gattuor had done. The 


massacre of the fifty Thargoth warriors not to forget the grabbing of late Gatbel’s home. 


They went to the home of the old Wang Dan, his father by calling. He had never seen 
him from the time he was taken to Thargoth. Wang became very happy on seeing his 


own son, growing up to being a very a big man. 


Wang Dan called upon all the villagers for the feast in his family home. He dressed 
Grong in a fine royal traditional cardigan, removing his old worn out cardigan. He seated 
him down, talking to people to people about his lost son who was taken to the enemies’ 


territory at the age of two months. 


Thakeer was living without a ruler therefore, the whole chiefdom suggested that Grong 
would be the next ruler. They saw Dan Mayang in Grong, for it couldn't be wasted and 
yet a right choice of resource. The wrinkled old Manyang Karl was also among the 
invited guests. He was very glad to see depicts of his best friend. He called Grong, splits 
fresh cut-blood from his right thumb on the face of the young man. Karl gave him a 


ruling bronze stick leaving the cowboy stick. 
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“Grong Seizure! | won't call you my grandson but my best friend.” “Go and prove me that 


you can rule Thakeer killing a leopard using your hands.” Karl added. 


Grong Seizure, went to the nearby bush to hunt for the leopard but found a leopard with 
its young one. He wasn’t allowed to use any assistant tools but only his hands would 
work. He jumped over the leopard, strangling its neck but a great scratch was put on his 
right leg. Grong back-off, tearing a piece of his cloth to seal the blood flowing. He then 
went on with another strategic plan of blinding the leopard, picking three pieces of 
thorns and waggled them on its eyes. It moved round and round about and finally, giving 


Grong an opportunity to kill it and took it home with its young one. 


The eagerly waiting-invited guests became overwhelmed of happiness as their ruler was 
found. This called for more celebration, breaking a record of the great Dan Mayang. It 
was only done once by his grandfather who killed a tiger and a cheetah. Dan was a 
notorious ruler of Thakeer and revenged when his three sheep eaten by a tiger and the 


cheetah. 


He took more four days in Thakeer to wait for his wound to be healed. It was a taboo 
that if, a new ruler was to be nominated, Mhar would kick him to see whether he was 
able. Mhar nominated them because it would verify the best quality of a good leader as 
well. There was a need for Grong to return back to Thargoth to bring mhar. The 
chiefdom gathered strong warriors to escort Grong, for he wasn’t enough to fight 
against the former great Thargoth. The two hundred warriors with Grong inclusive in 


their midst heading to Thargoth. 
+ 


The chief of Thargoth gathered all the commoners, putting them in the same place from 
the time Grong left. They had to mourn for his son Gatwal and his wife. It was a custom 
that when a chief is mourning. The majority have to join him. He had to slaughter at 
least three bulls, forty goats in a day for the commoners to eat. The Thargoth 
commoners were tired of him. Anyone who didn’t mourn would be used as a cook and 


the water supplier. 
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Gattuor was now free to send the commoners to their own homes. He was blindsided in 
thought, looking forwards to searching for Grong Seizure. He sent half of the warriors to 
the Thakeer chiefdom, instructed them to blow horn on reaching Thargoth Highlands to 


make him aware. 


Gattuor in the blink of an eye, slaughtered Mhar. The holy goat of Nyadhouri though he 
knew the mysteries behind the goat but wasn’t acquainted with them. According to the 
mysteries were that, it would bring curse to the land, hatred among the regional 


chiefdoms if anyone tempered with Mhar. 


The sky turned cloudy, the shimmering sun gave up, leaving a dark shade below the 
horizon. A thunderous and frightening lightening hit Gattuor as well as the commoners 
around him. His homestead was transformed into a deep pit, bringing out underground 
rock water, flooding the farmlands and homes, letting no one escaped the shadow of 
death. 
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